THE JERUSALEM REMEMBRANCER. 


JERUSALEM REMEMBRANCER ; 


' Baily Thoughts of a Rear, 


DURING A RESIDENGE IN JERUSALEM. 
y it 


OPO DEE She AGG EAE OM, Si Nee dermeaen comee Snie your talnd " 





LONDON: 


4. BH. JACKSON, ISLINGTON-GREEN; 
. Npmuey, » FURRT-OTREET! MATCHARD, PIOCADILIY. =. 
_ 16. 


IDY 


CHECKED uU6y 


wees 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


TsoveH this book issues from Jerusalem, and 
assumes the title of “The Jerusalem Remem- 
brancer,’’ its subjects do not profess to be con- 
fined to that most interesting place: but rather 
it consists of such thoughts as any day may 
suggest in any place to a Christian mind. Its 
continuance, if the writer’s life be spared, will 
perhaps depend on what kind of reception the 
present volume may meet with, and the state or 
prospects of the times. 


DEDICATION. 


TO THE RIGHT REVEREND THE ANGLICAN BISHOP 
OF JERUSALEM. 


To him who Jerusalem’s mitre now wears 
May one to the world so unknown, 

Inscribe what has first been inscribed by her prayers 
To Him who can bless it alone ? 


The world on its lovers may lavishly shed 
Applauses not always sincere : 

But believing him chosen of Heaven, and led 
Thus to copy the world she would fear! 


When that life, which was frail as the sensitive flower’s, 
Was taken (in s¢il/ recent days) 

By Him whose inscrutable thoughts are not ours, 
Nor ever as ours were His ways. 


We wept— but one thought all our selfishness chid ; 
He had reach’d his beatified home ; 

His life was with Christ most assuredly hid, 
And safe from the evil to come! 


And now, in adoring that measureless grace, 
May our hearts and our tongues be employ’d, 
Which gave our bereaved little flock, in his place, 
One worthy to fill such a void! 


In our praise of the honour’d and glorified dead 
No leaven of flattery lurks ; 

But the living “ Epistle of Christ, known and read 
Of all men,” is praised by his works! 


That the Lord whom he loves may abundantly give 
Success to his labours, we trust ; 

In his days may * the dry bones of Israel live, 
And Zion arise from the dust! t 


* Ezekiel xx xvii. t Isaiah ii. 


PREFACE. 


“Js it nothing to you, all ye that pass by? behold, and 
nee if there be any sorrow like unto my sorrow.”—Lam. 1. 12. 


THE day is past when Israel’s cry 
Without response arose, 

And nothing, to the passers by, 
Were Zion’s tears and woes. 


O'er ruins, visited by few, 
Sat, scowling, Moslem gloom : 
No Christian sympathy seem’d due, 
To Guilt’s most righteous doom. 


But now, how great the change appears ! 
Though still in widow’s weeds, 

Not vainly (smiling through her tears), 
For sympathy ihe pleads. 


Her ancient charter we allow, 
We seek, at last, her good ; 

The promises are better now 
By Christians understood. 


Then let us pray, since Faith and Love 
As suitors cannot fail, 

O, Saviour! graciously remove 
From Israel’s heart the veil. 


PREFACE. 


Must Gentile glory fade awa 
Ere Israel’s shall increase ! 
Yet must believing Gentiles pray 

For Zion and her peace ! 


May works of love, that never pause, 
or past neglect atone ; 
Lord, plead with every heart a cause 
So precious to thine own ! 


Should desultory thoughts like these 
To England wing their way, 

Though nothing in themselves may please, 
Perhaps their birthplace may ! 


Subscribed with hesitating hand, 
But greeting with good will 
All Israel’s friends—from Israel’s land— 
The land of promise still ! 
S. H. 


Jerusalem, 1849. 





THE JERUSALEM REMEMBRANCER. 


JANUARY 1. 


‘Repent ye, for the kingdom of heaven is at hand.” — Afait. ili. 2. 
“Oh that the salvation of Isracl were come out of Zion !” 
Psalm xiv. 7. 
I’ve watch’d across an eastern sky 
Some beauteous bird, superbly plumed ; 
How brightly as it flitted by, 
The sun its painted breast illum’d! 


8 JANUARY. 


But onward the wing’d meteor shot, 
As into other climes it cross’d ; 

And soon, a dark receding spot, 
Was in the shadowy distance lost. 


Thus came the year, at least to some, 
Which now is past—and thus the new 
To others may as brightly come, 
On splendid wings of dazzling hue. 


’T is well when we can trace its flight 
Without regret at last, or tears : 

When not in darkness but in light 
The heav'nly herald disappears. 


Since every year on rapid wings 
Commission’d comes, in wrath or love, 
A message to our world it brings, 
And back its record bears above. 


The blood-dipt bird, let loose in air, 
Was Israel’s symbol of release ; 
So may this year, departing, bear 
Some token of our blood-bought peace ! 


JANUARY 2. 


“For I am persuaded, that neither death nor life shall be able 
to separate us from the love of God which is in Christ Jesus our 
Lord.” Romans viii. 88, 39. 


A Christian cemetery lies 
On Zion’s southern slope, 

Whence, waken’d, soon or late, shall rise 
The “ prisoners of hope.” * 


* Zechariah ix. 12. 


JANUARY. 


There sleeps the Shepherd,* chief among 
The flock which once he led ; 

And there I trust, and often long, 
To lay my wearied head. 


That spot, secluded, fresh, and green, 
Where the dark olive grows, 

To Zion’s lovers is a scene 
Of beauty and repose. 


IIow soon those prison-bars may break 
It is not our’s to know; 

Tow soon those sleepers may awake 
To endless joy or woe. 


But what a contrast will that day 
To this lone stillness be ! 

O God! remember then I pray 
The sleepers here—and mc ! 


JANUARY 3. 
“ Ask what I shall give thee.”—2 Chron. i. 7. 


WERE mine the choice that once was given 
To Solomon, beloved of Heaven, 
With awe profound, and godly tear, 
Be such a thought inserted here ! 
Not e’en for wisdom would I pray, 
Born not to rule, but to obey ; 
Nor wish one lost delight restored, — 
But only, more to love the Lord ! 


* The first Bishop of Jerusaler . 


10 JANUARY. 


JANUARY 4. 
“ Giving no offence in anything.”—2 Cor. vi. 3. 


How few the faults the heart detects, 
None, can distinctly see ; 

But oh! how hurtful their effects 
To those around may be! 


A word, a gesture, or a anes 
By language undefined, 

May wound some other heart, perchance, 
And grieve a feeling mind. 


Such close attention who can give ? 
Alas, I fear, not one! 

Yet should we watch, and pray, and strive 
To give offence to none. 


When every Christian thus obeys 
A Saviour’s gentle law, 

The world will see those happy days 
Which yet it never saw! 


JANUARY 5. 


“lt is good for me that I have been afflicted, that I migh 
keep thy statutes ” Psalm cxix 71. 


Tue seed is sown, but sown in vain 
When deprived of dew and rain, 
Heav’nly graces too must grow 

By the softening aid of woe : 

FE’en the sun, without the shower 
Soon would parch the fragile flower ; 
Thus the Chnistian still can say, 
Weeping as he often may, 


JANUARY. 11 


When his earthly joys are gone, 
Suddenly, or one by one, 

‘© Am I then of all bereft? 

Have ye nothing better left? 

Yes, ye left me as ye fled 
Something better in your stead, — 
Haply, had ye never flown, 

I my Saviour ne’er had known ; 
But, like you, should He depart, 
What could satisfy my heart ? 
Nothing, where he once is known, 
For His absence can atone ; 

No, not all this world confers ; 
Miserable comforters! 


JANUARY 6. 


‘A light to lighten the Gentiles, and the glory of thy people 
Tsrae).” Luke ii. 82. 


Tue Star which led the Gertiles on 
Announced the lowly Saviour’s birth : 
The sevenfold glory of the sun 
Shall yet illume the earth 
When Israel’s night shall be dispers’d, 
And light from out its darkness burst. 


If false the Gentile world hath proved 
To grace so free and love so vast, 
The people first and best beloved 
Shall look and live, at last ! 
Then glory all the gloom shall gild, 
And Earth with righteousness be fill’d! 


12 JANUARY. 


JANUARY 7. 


“ And now abideth Faith, Hope, Charity, these three; but the 
greatest of these is Charity.” 1 Cor. xili. 13. 


Waite Faith distinctly can behold 
E’en objects out of sight, 
And Hope illuminates the cold 
Long shadows of the night, 
Love is the touchstone of the gold, 
More sterling oft than bright,— 
Faith lifts the veil, Hope gilds the view, 
But Love alone can keep us true! 


JANUARY 8. 


“ Because iniquity shall abound, the love of many shall wax 
cold.” Matt. xxiv. 12. 


To wither, not through physical decay, 

But strangely, inwardly, and cay by day 

To feel the life and freshness fade away 
Of early wishes soaring once on high 

To Him who drew us first, nor ever changed 

E’en when our fickle feelings were estranged 

And the sweet chords of praise were all deranged, — 
This worst of deaths, oh, may I never die! 


“‘ Abide in Me,” the holy Saviour saith, 
By loyal, loving, and enduring faith, 
And be thou true and faithful unto ‘death, 
And I will give thee an immortal crown! 
But hear His sentence (may it ne’er be mine !) 
On souls that sea nahi ens fe decline, 
Decaying branches on the living Vine, 
Trees without fruit—what says He ?—<* Cut 
them down!’’ 


JANUARY, 13 


JANUARY 9. 


“So Judah was carried away out of their land.” 
Q Kings xxv. 21. 


“Turn again our captivity, O Lord, as the streams in the 
south.” Psalm cxxvi. 4. 


From frigid climes and regions drear, 
Siberian deserts bleak, 

No lamentations can we hear ; 

But many an outcast Hebrew’s tear 
Would thus, to Christians, speak, 

(Those cold asylums could we view 

Of tribulation,—and the Jew‘) 


“We read of a ‘delightsome land’ 
Which God, to Israel gave, 
Embellish’d by His bounteous hand ; 
How richly did its fields a 
Its golden harvests wave 
A land of peace and promised rest, 
Fertile, and beautiful, and blest! 


‘¢ Beneath its azure, cloudless dome, 
And in its genial clime, 

Where oft our sighing i ies roam, 

How happy was our Fathers’ home, 
To Israel’s palmy time! 

O how unlike, we feel too well, 

The dismal land where now we dwell ! 


‘‘ Where nothing fair or pleasant grows, 
And winter ne’er departs, 

A land of tyrants, slaves, and foes, 

A wilderness of ice and snows, 
Of cold and cruel hearts! 

Alas! our sins’ reward we reap, 

We must not murmur, must not weep! 


I4 JANUARY. 


‘“‘ But glorious things are promised still 
To Jacob’s scatter’d race, 

And God will all His words fulfil ; 

Our sufferings witness that He will, 
Our long and deep disgrace. 

We plead that never-cancel’d Word, 

Turn our captivity, O Lord! 


“Though all Thine arrows Thou should’st spend 
And we as marks be set, 

Yet surely judgments have an end 

For Israel’s God and Abraham’s friend 
His oath can ne’er forget. 

Though branded outcasts, and enslaved, 

"Tis written, Israel shall be saved!” 


Ah, yes! but thou and I, poor Jew, 
And all mankind, must share 

The proffer’d terms, to justice due, 

And heartily approve them, too, 

Or perish in despair! 

Flee, israel! to thy Refuge flee, 

None ever shall more welcome be! 


JANUARY 10. 


“Lo, this is our God! we have waited for Him, and He will 
gave us!” Isuiah xxv. 9. 


WHEN our appointed path is clear, 

And all our ante plain appear, 

The Christian must not pause or fear 
To do his Master’s will; 

But when no solitary ray 

Iilumes our dark, perplexing way, 

Nor comes an answer when we pray,— 
‘“‘ Our strength is to sit stall.’”’ 


JANUARY. 15 


JANUARY 11. 


“ The raven went forth to and fro: but the dove found no 
rest for the sole of her foot ; and she returned unto him into the 
ark.” Genesis viii. 7—9. 


Tue dove, whose foot no place of rest 
Could find on deluged ground, 
Within the ark her warmest nest 
And safest refuge found : 
An emblem easily applied, — 
Christ is our ark, ee none beside ! 


What refuge could the raven know 
On floods without a shore ? 
Yet still he flutter’d to and fro, 
And sought the ark no more : 
An emblem easily applied— 
That Ark attracts not carnal pride. 


JANUARY 12. 


“Whom having not scen, ye love."—1 Peteri 5. 


Our nature cannot often love 
Those whom we never saw ; 
But there are feelings from above 
Exempt from nature’s law. 


The thought, though wondrous, may give placc 
To one more wondrous far, 

That He would love our sinful race 
Who sees us as we are! 


He by the blessing He imparts 
Our languid love allures ; 

But still His eye is on our hearts, 
And still His love endures ! 


16 JANUARY. 


His grace and truth, requited ll, 
Our deep corruptions prove, 

And that He only loves us still 
Because Himself is Love! 


JANUARY 13. 
“Let me go, in anywise."—-1 Kings xi 22. 


I none to get away : 
But whither,—and from what ? 
From earth and slow nea ; 
Or from my lonely lot? 
From friends in spirit near, 
Though from my sight removed, 
Those ties than life more dear, 
And e’en till death beloved ? 
From trials ?—No, oh no! 
The will of Heaven be done! 
If purified by woe, 
No trials would I shun ; 
Still, toss’d about I strike 
Upon this rock and shelf, 
And most of all should like 
To get away from self! 


JANUARY 14. 


“Woe is me! for I am undone; for mine eyes have seen the 
King, the Lord of hosts!” Isaiah vi. 5. 


Ir now I would see thee, O Lord, as Thou art, 
High-seated in glory above, 

(As none ever saw Thee,) O, would it impart 

To my stony, and cold, and insensible bean 
One warmer emotion of love? 


JANUARY. 17 


By myriads surrounded of ministers bright, 
Who wait at thy bidding, or move,— 
Would all that effulgence of glory and light 
In my torpid, insensible bosom excite 

One warmer emotion of love? 


Nay, rather one gleam of the glory on high 
ould quite insupportable prove ; 
O’erwhelm’d I should sink, and opprest I should 
die ; 
Till fitted to bear it, unmoved I should lie, 
Dead—dead to emotions of love ! 


To thy Cross \et me go, Lord, again and again, 
Where thy spirit in agony strove : 
Thy ‘weakness,’ O Saviour, “is stronger than 
men,” 
Thy strength in my weakness is perfected, then, 
And sweetly compels me to love! 


JANUARY 15. 
“We beseech you, that you receive not the grace of God in 
" 2 Cor. 


vain. vi, 1. 
“For the love of Christ constraineth us.” 2 Cor. v. 14. 
“Shall we gin, that grace may abound? God forbid!" 

Romans vi. 1. 


WHEN once “the grace of God’’ imparts 
Light and conviction to our hearts, 
If grace be not “ received in vain,” 
New motives will the soul constrain, 
And energy and courage give 
No longer to ourselves to live, 
But unto Him who loved us thus, 
And died, though Lord of life, for us / 
This is the Gospel sent from heaven, 
Sealed by a sense of sins forgiven. 

B 


Nu 


JANUARY. 


No clause in sin’s behalf is found, 
That grace, though outraged, might abound : 
Nor ever breathed in upper air 

Was such a thought, or whisper’d there! 
The blasphemy would but avail 

To make the cheeks of angels pale! 

They gladly brought us the “good news,” 
And mourn when we such grace abuse ! 


JANUARY 16. 


“Ye bring wrath upon Israel by profaning the Sabbath.” 


Neh. xiii. 18. 


THe pastures quaff the genial showers, 

The dew revives the drooping flowers, 

So on the soul the Sabbath hours 
Descend as shower and dew ; 

And were not this refreshment our’s 
Our souls would wither too. 


But imperceptibly and fast 
Are Sabbath seasons gliding past: 
And must their closed accounts at last 
Be render'd one by one? 
My soul! if not on mercy cast, 
Thou wert To-pay undone! 


For day has faded into night— 
See, hast thou used the means aright ? 
Ask, if the moments on their flight 
This evidence have given? 
Say, was this ‘“‘ Sabbath a delight,” 
reathing the air of heaven? 


JANUARY. 19 


Ah! truths more humbling must be told ; 
Perchance, were we less dull and cold, 
Oft might we hear from harps of gold 
Seraphic concerts pour’d, 
And in the clouds of heaven behold 
Signs of our coming Lord ! 


JANUARY 17. 


“ Return, O Lord, unto the many thousands of Israel!” 
Num. x. 36. 


Come, great King, thy kingdom take ; 
O, how long shall Israel mourn ? 
Lord return for Zion’s sake, 
To thy chosen race return ! 


Nothing in thine absence cheers 
Earth’s long winter, cold and numb ; 

Summer with Thyself appears— 
Come, Lord Jesus, quickly come ! 


All thy people for that day 
With unutter’d wishes yearn ; 
Hear them, Saviour, when they pray, 
‘‘ Lord, for Zion’s sake return !’’ 


a] 


JANUARY 18. 


“Watch and pray, for ye know not when the time is.” 
Mark xiii. 33. 


He comes, He comes, to judge the earth 
And fill the nations with dismay; 
What would the wealth of worlds be worth 
To guilty souls on such a day ? 
B 2 


20 JANUARY. 


When beauty, riches, rank, and pride, 
Fame, pomp, and pleasure flee away, 
Who then His coming shall abide? 
The pure in heart—and only they! 


But how can hearts like ours a claim 
So just, but difficult, obey ? 
His blood shall wash away our shame, 
If while He waits, we watch and pray | 


JANUARY 19. 


“What hast thou here; and whom hast thou here?” 
lsa. xxii. 16. 


THAT is not joy which fades away ; 
That is not fie which must decay; 
Nor peace, which in a little while 
May quench in tears its April-smile ; 
Nor love, which, for a season warm, 
May take ere long a frozen form! 
But love, and peace, and life, and joy 
(The ¢rue), time cannot thus destroy; 
Each has a soul that cannot die, 

A deathless native of the sky ! 


JANUARY 20. 


« Jesus saith unto him, Rise and walk. And immediately the 
man was made whole, and walked.”—John y. 8, 9. 

“ Afterwards Jesus findeth him in the temple, and said unto 
him, Behold, thou art made whole: sin no more.”—John y. 14. 


O listen to that voice at length, 
Which vigour gives to heart and limb ; 
When Jesus calls, He gives the strength 
To rise, and walk, and follow Him! 


JANUARY, 21 


But think not sin will ne’er renew, 
Though foil’d, the bitter, bosom-strife, 
If to that Master we be true 
Whose wages is eternal life ! 


He bids us in His cause enlist, 

Lay every carnal weapon down, 
With other arms the foe resist, 

And fight for an immortal crown ; 


"Tis much, if grace and conscience show 
What guilty secrets lurk within ; 

Rut it behoves us well to know 
What is our most “‘ BESETTING sin.’’ 


For there may lie the Tempter’s power ; 
Not yet, though deeply wounded, slain ; 
He watches, in some careless hour, 
To mar or wound our peace again ! 


JANUARY 21. 


“ Love is strong as death; jealousy is cruel as the grave.” 
» Song viii. 6. 
Too prone with idols to divide 
The heart that should be Christ’s alone, 
How often were our feelings tried 
By fears to nobler love unknown : 
Anxieties not small nor few ; 


Idolatry’s requital due ! 


How oft we felt solicitude 

To know if we were loved again ! 

And should a cruel doubt intrude, 

How deep, how pungent was the pain! 
No dart can penetrate like doubt: 
*T ig thus our “sin will find us out!” 


Ze . JANUARY. 


But when a higher, holier love 
“lls all the heart, it will not share ; 
That peaceful inmate from above 
Admits no cold misgivings there,— 
‘He first loved us,” is its response, 
To silence whisper’d fears at once! 


JANUARY 22. 


* To everything there js a season ;—a time to weep, and a time 
to laugh.” Eooles, iii. 1, 4. 


I meant not that this book should nought 
Save solemn thoughts contain ; 

But just each INCIDENTAL thought 
Of pleasure or of pain. 


Yet still the solemn thoughts prevail, 
And still it must be so, 

Till sin and death and trials fail 
To fill the world with woe! 


Yet call me not a censor vain 
Of all that cheers and soothes, 
This book was meant but to contain 
Experimental truths. 


For candour makes no cold pretence 
To frown our smiles away ; 

And Christians may without offence 
Be innocently gay. 


Soon all they see and feel, ’t is true,' 
May solemn thoughts restore ; 

Their mirthful moments may be few, 
Their sad ones may be more! 


JANUARY. 23 


JANUARY 23. 


“ Rejoice with them that do rejoice, and weep with them that 
weep ” Rom xii. 15. 


‘Tis one of those secrets we cannot explain, 
Of Nature’s ‘‘ free-masonry”’ part, 

How a stranger who comes but to vanish again, 
No stranger should seem to the heart. 


Q this is the alchymy secret and strange, 
Which seldom betray’d or beguiled ! 

And sympathy’s touch talismanic can change 
To an Eden what once was a wild. 


If we've welcomed a friend on the shore with 
delight, 
As some comfortless ship we forsook, 
The face of that friend seem’d the pleasantest 
sight 
On which in this world we could look. 


The feelings excited by kindness and worth 
Are quite independent of place ; 

While regrets may derive their perceptible birth 
From causes we scarcely can trace. 


But should many behold us with pitiless eve, 
Or a smile which aversion conceals, 

The Christian can ne’er without sympathy sigh ; 
There is One who has felt all he feels. 


But selfishness, only, can bear to exact 
From kindness the pity that pains it; 

And the honey of sympathy few can extract 
Without wounding the flower that contains it! 


24 JANUARY. 


JANUARY 24. 


“ Woe to the multitude of many people. They shall rush like 
the rushing of many waters, but God shall rebuke them.” 
Isa. xvii. 12, 14. 


Wok to the rushing, marshal’d bands, 

With gleaming arms and banners blushing, 
That through the desolated lands 

Come like the mighty waters rushing ! 


Woe to that scornful multitude 

Impel’d by hate, by madness driven; 
Athirst for blood and deadly feud, 

The bane of earth, the doom’d of Heaven! 


Woe to that multitude abhor’d! 
Insulting hosts of many regions ; 
The indignation of the Lord 
Shall sweep away their roaring legions ! 


Yea, Lord, upon their purpose frown, 

Of all their boasted might deprive them ; 
And like the chaff cr thistle-down, 

Before the sweeping whirlwind drive them ! 


They come thy people to destroy, 
Crush Thou the cruel hopes they cherish, 
Quench Thou in blood their murderous joy— 
So, Lord, let all who hate Thee perish ! 


Nor less, when on our souls’ repose 

Our sins come rushing, we implore thee, 
To save us from those bosom-foes, 

So let them perish, Lord, before thee! 


JANUARY. 25 


JANUARY 25. 
* Whom seekest thou ?”—John xx. 15. 


Is it Jesus whom thou seekest, 
Weeping thus in sore distress ’— 

Stranger, if to me thou speakest, 
Mournfully I answer—Yes ! 


I have sought him long intently ; 
Stranger, hast thou seen Him, say ; 

O then to His presence gently, 
Christian pilgrim, guide my way ! 


Seek Him in His word, but ever 
First at mercy’s throne appeal ; 
Thou to find Him must endeavour, 
Yet must He Himself reveal. 


But will He, so high and holy, 
Heed or answer one like me ?—- 
Ah! thou ne’er wert poor and lowly, 
As was once the Lord for thee! 


All who humbly seek shall find Him, 
If with all their hearts they seek ; 

Of His plighted word remind Him, 
Which He will not, cannot break. 


JANUARY 26. 


“It is better to trust in the Lord, than to put confidence in 
man.” Psa, cxviil. 8. 


Wuat are hopes, on creatures placed ? 
Aérial wreaths, dissolving soon ; 

Mists which by the winds are chased, 
Rise at morn, and melt at noon! 


26 JANUARY, 


As the dawn of early day 
Blushing mounts and spreads abroad, 
So the truth’s first trembling ray 
Glows into the love of Gop! 


JANUARY 27. 


“The soul of the sluggard desireth, and hath nothing.” 
Prov. xiii. 4. 
I wis that I could wish no more! 
But cease to mourn or prize 
Whate’er deceived my hopes before, 
And all that Heaven denies. 





Be this my wish,—restraining grace 
To limit my desires 

To my appointed path and place, 
And what my Gop requires ; 


In peace to live with all, but ne’er 
With my unholy will ; 

And should its storms arise, to hear 
The Saviour’s voice, ‘‘ Be still!” 


JANUARY 28. 


“1 said of laughter, It is mad: and of mirth, What doeth it ?” 
Eccles, ti. 2. 
THE wise man saith, that reckless mirth is mad, 
And heaviness the end of heartless laughter ; 
Too well I know it !—that revulsion sad, 
Which leaves a sense of wretchedness long 


after ! 


But is hilarity condemn’d, or mirth? 
Believe it not—religion is no stoic ; 

Nor would she banish laughter from the earth 
To suit the sombre, or the mock-heroic. 


JANUARY, 27 


But should he lay his better thoughts apart, 
For empty mirth each higher o 7 leaving ; 

Soon shall that eye which ever reads his heart, 
Behold the Christian, in his closet, grieving ! 


“ There is a river,’ flowing from the throne, 
Within the heavenly everlasting portal, 

Whose peaceful streams make glad the wise alone, 
Who thirst for Gop, and happiness immortal ! 


On through the regions of the blest it flows, 
Pure, waveless, peaceful, and profound for ever ! 
IJappy is he who by experience knows 
The streams delicious of that heavenly river! 


JANUARY 29. 
“* Walk while ye have the light."—Jokn xii. 35. 


LookinG with the heart to Thee, 
Lord, is ‘‘ walking in the light ;”’ 
Let me then Thy glory see ; 
Lord illume my spirit’s might ! 


Scattering shadows, doubts, and dreams, 
Orb of everlasting day 

Guide me by thy glorious beams, 
Never more to look away ! 


As the sunbeams gild the wave 
Burnish thou that shoreless sea 

Which is stretch’d beyond the grave— 
Measureless eternity ! 


28 JANUARY. 


JANUARY 30. 


“While they beheld, He was taken up, and a cloud received 
Him out of their sight.” Acts i. 9. 


How felt that little flock of old, 
On Olivet’s once verdant slope, 
Who saw a fleecy cloud infold 
And bear away all Israel’s hope ? 
With heaving hearts, and gaze intent, 
They watch’d their Lord’s sublime ascent. 


Until they heard those welcome words 
Which all our murmurs should dismiss ; 
Since still to us that pledge affords 
The same anticipated bliss. 
He left them there a weeping band, 
But on that Mount again shall stand ! 


JANUARY 31. 


“ The last shall be first, and the first last; for many are called, 
but few chosen.” Matt. xx. 16. 


Wuar glory yet awaits the Jew, 
Repenting, and again received ! 
Had Gentiles to their trust been true 
The Jew had long ago believed ! 


He was the first in ages past, 
Until our cases were reversed : 
And yet again may we be last, 
And he, though long abased, the first ! 


Heaven speed his coming day of grace, 
For which we cannot long too much ; 
That jubilee to Abraham's race, 
And every Christian, truly such ! 


FEBRUARY. 29 


FEBRUARY 1. 


‘Who can bring a clean thing out of an unclean? not one.” 
Job xiv. 4. 


“They go astray as soon as they be born.”—Paa. lvii. 8. 

“Yet thou sayest, Because 1 am innocent, surely His anger 
shall turn from me: behold, I will plead with thee, because thou 
sayest, I have not sinned.” Jer. ii, 85. 


TALK not of innocence ; or show 

Where is her dwelling-place below ;— 
Are infant bosoms pure ? 

The secrets of whose little hearts 

Would but display the counterparts 
Of ours in miniature ! 


E’en where no guilt hath been incur’'d, 
By dark design, or deed, or word, 
Our nature wears its stain ; 
And innocence, since Adam fell, 
On earth was never known to dwell, 
Save in the Lamb once slain ! 


FEBRUARY 2. 
“« Behold the Man! "—John xix. 5. 


BrexHo.p the Man! that sinless One 

In whom his foes no fault could find ; 
Who stood ’mid multitudes alone, 

A substitute for all mankind. 


Behold the Man! yes, every eye 
Shall that majestic object see ; 

And while we live, and when we die, 
Lord, may we look to none but Thee! 


FEBRUARY. 


FEBRUARY 3. 


“Thou didst hide Thy face, and I was troubled.” 
Psa Xxx. 7. 


Ir when we see a friend depart, 

Regret weighs heavy on the heart, 

The pressure of the hand is strong, 
The last expressive look is long ; 

And when at last that form endear’d 
Has in the distance disappear’d, 

We turn from gazers cold or rude, 

To muse or weep in solitude ; 

How feels the soul, awhile bereft 

Of Jesus, and to darkness left ? 

The Christian feels his comforts flown, 
And he, indeed, is “ all alone; 

Nor soon the signs may he discern 

Of his lamented Lord’s return, 

Who thus the depth and power would prove, 
Of his fidelity and love ; 

If zeal, that glow’d beneath His smile, 
Can bear Ilis absence for awhile, 

And equally in good and ill, 

In clouds and sunshine, love Him still ! 
The hearts which thus His absence feel, 
He probes, more perfectly to heal : 

Ere long with smiles will He return 
To those who trust Him, while they mourn. 


Friends reunited may have bless’d 

An absence which was Friendship’s test ; 
And thus, this harder proof, when past, 
Enhances Christian joy at last. 

One stood the test—One ne’er forgot ; 
For He is Gop, —He changes not! 


FEBRUARY. 31 


FEBRUARY 4. 


“At the brightness that was before him, his thick clouds 
passed.” Pea, xviii. 12. 


WueEn clouds have hung with gloom the sky, 
And scarce a ray breaks forth, 

When quench’d are all the lights on high, 
And all that’s bright on earth. 


“ The eye affects the heart” awhile ; 
Yet this we cannot doubt, 

The Sun is there, and soon will smile 
In warmer glory out. 


Thus let us hope a happier end, 
When mental gloom prevails ; 
Thus let us trust that only Friend, 
Whose kindness never fails! 


FEBRUARY 5. 


“ An inheritance incorruptible, undefiled, and that fadeth not 
away, reserved in heaven fur you.” 1 Pet. i. 4. 


To know our sins eternally forgiven 
Forms not alone the happiness of Heaven ; 
But that its Jeing is destroy’d : 
Not Hope, that cheers the weary and the lonely, 
Not light and love anticipated only, 
But both eternally enjoy’d! 


Yet since by contrast all our joys are heighten'd, 

And sunshine by retiring shades is brighten’d, 
So Memory there may be employ’d 

To render blessedness by contrast double, 

Reminding us of earth, and sin, and trouble, 
Where happiness is unalloy’d! 


32 FEBRUARY. 


FEBRUARY 6. 
“Intreat me not to leave thee."—Ruth fi, 16. 


“‘ FAREWELL!” pronounced by loving lips 
An Eden of its beauty strips, 

And makes a desert in our eyes ; 
But could we bid our sins “ farewell,”’ 
Transform’d by that resistless spell 

The desert would be Paradise ! 


FEBRUARY 7. 


“ My kinsfolk have failed me, and my familiar friends,” &c. &c. 
Job xix. 14. 


Ye lonely ones, who ne’er forgot 

(Though Christians) your secluded lot ; 

Still do your tortured feelings all 

That ye have loved and lost recall ? 

Will wishes rise,—though worse than vain,— 
To live the days you’ve lived again ? 

To clasp the hands whose pressure once 

Was Fricndship’s kind, though mute response ? 
To read those thoughts in beaming looks, 
More eloquent than lips or books ? 

And once again on earth to find 

That interchange of thought and mind, 
Companionship on life’s high road, 

Which Heaven once bounteously bestow’d ? 


Yet strive those wishes to reject, 
And learn the poison to detect 

Of long regrets, and memories vain, 
Which can but aggravate your pain. 


FEBRUARY. 33 


The Lord your case misjudges not ; 
And e’en a sad and lonely lot 

For ardent natures best may be, 
Whose love is oft idolatry ! 


FEBRUARY 8. 


“And the Redeemer shall come to Zion, and unto them that 
turn from transgression in Jacob, saith the Lord.”—Jsa. lix. 20. 
“And they shall see the Son of man coming in the clouds, 
with power and great glory.”—Matt. xxiv. 30. 
Hope, avert from earth thine eyes ; 
All deceives them here ; 
Lift them only to the skies, 
Till those signs appear 
Taught by Love, foreseen by Faith ;— 
Christians, will ye fear, 
When a red and burning path 
Shows your Lord is near ? 


Lo! the Jew his Saviour owns ; 
Mercy’s work is done ; 

Lo! He wears earth’s many crowns, 
Which so well He won! 

Heaven and earth keep jubilee, 
(Heaven on earth begun), 

All creation welcomes Thee, 
Gon’s eternal Son! 


FEBRUARY 9. 
“ And there shall be no more curse.”—Rev. xxii. 3. 
Ir e’er a glowing glimpse of heaven, 
To raise the drooping soul, be given, 
The thought enhancing most its bliss 


To him who thirsts for God is this~ 
c 
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FEBRUARY. 


That sin, the thing which most he hates, 
Spall never pass its pearly gates ; 
That plague, which poisons all our air, 
Exists not, nor can enter there, — 
That worm in all the buds that blow, 
The brightest, sweetest, here below ! 
No scorching ray, no blight of death, 
Nor e’en the kinder pruning-knife, 
Shall smite those flowers that bloom beneath 
The shadow of the Tree of Life! 


FEBRUARY 10. 
“T will be with him in trouble.”—’sa xci. 15. 


From friends regarded long and well 
We think it hard to part ; 

And when they leave us, none can tell 
How lonely is the heart! 


Then oft the Saviour condescends 
To come to our relief, 

And prove Himself of all our friends 
The kindest and the chief. 


Such are with men His methods oft, 
Their confidence to win ; 

Iie makes the heart by sorrow soft, 
Then pours His comforts in! 


FEBRUARY 11. 
“ Wait on the Lord.”—Psa. xxvii. 14. 
WueEn thy mourning soul, thinking 
On thy sins’ deserved reward, 
And thy heavy heart is smking, 
Wait on the Lord! 


FEBRUARY. 35 


When, thine hour of woe forsaking, 
Friends no sympathy afford, 
And thine every nerve is aching, 
Wait on the Lord! 


Nay, should those most dearly cherish’d 
Faithless prove with one accord, 
When thine earthly hopes have perish’d, 
Wait on the Lord! 


And when thou at last art dying, 
And thy parting prayers are pour’d, 
On thy Saviour’s arm relying, 
ait on the Lord! 


FEBRUARY 12. 
“In all their afftiction He was afflicted.”——Jea. Ixiil. ». 


GRIEF tried to smile—but vainly tried ; 
Nor could that sickly effort hide 
(Though well our pity it might win), 
The fearful struggle felt within, 

Which none who saw could doubt ; 
Nature prevail’d—the struggle pass’d ; 
One furtive tear—then torrents fast 
Relieved the loaded heart at last, 

And peaceful smiles shone out ! 


If anguish thus, when long suppress’ d, 
Too wildly agitates the breast, 
And more supportable appears 
The sorrow that finds vent in tears, 

How soothing are those showers 
Which Love’s soft hand delights to dry ! 
Yet sweeter balm than friends supply 
Flows from a Saviour’s sympathy, 

And this is always ours! 

c 2 


36 FEBRUARY. 


FEBRUARY 13. 
“ Seek those things which are above.”—Col. iii. 1. 


Do ye, pilgrims, sad and weary, 

Sigh for friends to cheer the road ? 
Is the journey sometimes dreary 

To the city of your Gop? 


Do ye oft, neglected strangers, 
Sigh for sympathy and love? 

Such a wish your peace endangers ; 
Seek those things which are above ! 


HIave ye not an anchor steady, 
E’en when wave to wave succeeds ? 
Know ye not too well already 
Earthly friends are broken reeds ? 


Once ye burst the bands that bound ye, 
All for Christ ye then forsook ; 

Why, then, sadly look around ye? 
Christians, let us upward look ! 


FEBRUARY 14. 


“There be many that say, Who will show us any good ? 
Lord, lift thou up the light of thy countenance upon us.” 
Pea. iv. 6. 


Lorp, what, and where, is happiness ? 
This secret to my soul declare.— 
The smile of Gon, but nothing less, 
Can an immortal being bless ; 
And Gop is everywhere. 


FEBRUARY. 37 


But say, to whom, of all mankind 
Is this divine distinction given ? 
It shines but on the hallow’d mind, 
By faith renew'd, by grace refined, 

And where it shines is Heaven! 


FEBRUARY 15. 
“ Jesus saith unto them, It is I; be not afraid.”—John vi. 20. 


AUTHOR and end of faith thou art, 
Or mine had long since died ; 

In such a world, with such a heart, 
By sore temptations tried. 


And oft, oppress’d with gloomy fear, 
No ray of light I see; 

But still those whisper’d words I hear, 
Lean, trembling soul, on me!” 


FEBRUARY 16. 
“My voice shalt thou hear in the morning, O Lord.” 


Psa. Vv. 3 
O that with the lark awaking, 
I could learn her matin-lays, 
And, the dreams of earth forsaking, 
Hymn, like her, my Maker’s praise! 


But, forgetting his vocation, 
Heedless of his Maker’s claim, 
E’en inanimate creation 
Puts the sluggard man to shame! 


He (in spirit, or in letter) 
Tardily his homage brings ; 
While the lark, fulfilling better 
Her sweet duty, soars and sings! 
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FEBRUARY. 


FEBRUARY 17. 
“ The obedience of faith."--Rom. xvi. 26. 


Farrag and obedience cannot part ; 
In holy energy the same : 

Both must be inmates of the heart, 
If each be worthy of its name. 


"Mid deserts lost, whose paths deceive, 
Should some kind voice direct my way, 
Could I obey, but not believe ? 
Could I believe, but not obey ? 


FEBRUARY 18. 


“ And presently the fig-tree withered away.” —Matt. xxi. 19. 


Tue trees which, though by living streams 
Well water’d, never grow, 

Shall shed their buds, like empty dreams, 
Where’er the breezes blow. 

Their judgment is already written, 

Their leates shall fade, their root be smitten! 


Contempt shall prove, and endless shame, 
The false professor’s lot, 
And from the book of life his name 
The Lord Himself shall blot ! 
The tree which, cultured, never beareth, 
Not e’en Divine compassion spareth ! 


Then tremble, O my soul, and see 
That thou, too, be not found, 

Though water’d long, a fruitless tree, 
A cumberer of the ground ! 

When vain regrets and late repentance 

Shall fail to mitigate thy sentence ! 


FEBRUARY. 39 


FEBRUARY 19. 
“ Reproach hath broken my heart.”—Pea. Ixix. 20. 


*T was thus the Lord of life exclaim’d, 
Whose will and word the worlds had framed! 
O depth of love! o’erwhelming thought! 
Truths only by the Spirit taught ! 

For us affliction’s crushing load 

Fell on the sinless Son of God ! 

For us He drain’d that bitter bowl, 
Though gall and wormwood to his soul; 
And never misapplied as then,— 

The ridicule of bold, bad men! 

Our nature with reluctance sips 

That cup when profferr’d to our lips, 
Which to its dregs He deign’d to drink ; 
And from our lighter load we shrink. 


A nobler courage, Lord, we need, 

If Thou hast touch’d our hearts indeed ; 
Since infinite, eternal love, 

Drew Thee, to save us, from above, 
Draw us by that unearthly tie, 

And draw us closer when we die ! 


FEBRUARY 20. 


“As the cloud is consumed and vanisheth away, 8o he that 
goeth down to the grave shall return no more to hia house, 
neither shall his place know him any more.”—Job vii. 9, 10. 

“‘T shall go to him, but he shall not return to me.” 

2 Sam. xii. 23. 
Hark! my name repeated oft, 
Through the sleepless night I hear! 
Well I know those accents soft, 
Brotherly, and deeply dear. 


FEBRUARY. 


See! those kindly-beaming eyes 
Fix on me their gentle gaze ; 

And those low, peculiar sighs, 
Speak to me of former days! 


But the speaker sleeps, alas! 
Buried out of human sight ; 

Wherefore does that image pass 
Thus before me day and night ? 


Think you changing scenes could change 
One whom harder tests had proved? 
Think you absence could estrange 
One who loved vou, one you loved ? 


Ah! such feelings have no room 
In the quiet sleeper’s breast, 

In the dark and dreamless tomb 
Where ‘the weary are at rest !’’ 


Plans and thoughts, and moods of men, 
From thy soul have pass’d away, 

Wherefore cores thine image, then, 
Thus before me might and day ? 


Not my sorrows to indulge ; 
Nature’s unavailing woe ; 

Not those secrets to divulge 
Which the living must not know. 


Language from those lips hath fled, 

Glazed those eyes, and blanch’d those cheeks ; 
Ah! he comes not from the dead, 

*T is the voice of conscience speaks! 


‘Soul, forget not, he is gone 

Where to-morrow thou may’st be! 
Then prepare to follow one 

Who can ne’er return to thee!” 


FEBRUARY. 41 


FEBRUARY 21. 


“Ye know not what shall be on the morrow."—Jas. iv. 14. 


Tue righteous Judge of all the earth 
Knows what to-morrow may bring forth 
Of happiness or woe ; 
We, dying creatures from our birth, 
Its secrets cannot know. 


If e’er the proffer’d prize be won, 

Now must the painful race be run, 
Which every effort craves ; 

We know not if to-morrow’s sun 
May shine upon our graves! 


FEBRUARY 22. 


“ There remaineth no more sacrifice for sins.”"——F/eb. x. 26. 


No sacrifice, our peace to make, 
No altar, and no priest have we, 
Save Him in heaven; nor would we take 
Upon our lips another plea, 
Save mercy for Messiah’s sake, 
All prevalent, if His we be. 
He waits his favour to restore, 
But bids us ‘ go, and sin no more ;” 
And only those who heed that charge 
Shall taste His mercies, deep and large. 


FEBRUARY 23. 
“ Lord, to whom shall we go?”—John vi. 68. 


To whom shall we go? To the world which so oft 
Deceived and distress’d us before? 

Ah, no! e’en its smiles and its blandishments soft 
Could never enamour us more. 


42 FEBRUARY. 


Shall we seek in ourselves what we never shall find, 
Till grace has imparted it there, 

The freshness of heart, and the sunshine of mind 
Unclouded by languor or care? 


Within and without would the search be in vain, 
If Thou, Lord, forgotten should’st be; 
Bewilder’d by dangers, distracted by pain, 
To whom should we go but to Thee? 


FEBRUARY 24. 


“ Remember me, O Lord, with the favour that Thou bearest 
unto Thy people.”"—esa. cvi. 4. 
Tuov whose smile lights up creation, 
Gilding e’en the mourner’s lot, 
Visit me with Thy salvation, 
Lord, forget me not! 


More, yet more, may grace untiring 
Ever deign my guide to be; 
And when nature sinks, expiring, 
Gently deal with me! 


More, yet more my heart would covet! 
When my grave pene I see, 
May I see Thy smile above it, 
Then, remember me! 


FEBRUARY 25. 


“Morcover Ahaz burnt incense in the valley of the son of 
Hinnom, and burnt his children in the fire, after the abomina- 
tions: of the heathen whom the Lord had cast out before the 
children of Israel."——-2 Chron. xxviii. 3. 

SPRINGING after vernal showers,’ 
Many tiny gems are seen: 

Smallest of the race of flowers, 
Peeping through the herbage green ; 


FEBRUARY. 43 


Painting Hinnom’s ancient vale, 
(Which each florist here frequents, ) 

Ringing once with childhood’s wail, 
Red with blood of innocents. 


Emblem, innocent lke them, 
Of the sanguine life-drops shed, 
Is each little crimson gem, 
Where an infant victim bled ! 


Deeds so dark the records fill 
Of this wild and old ravine, 
That the mind associates still 
Guilt and horror with the scene. 


But they have not linger’d there, 
Past with Canaan’s darker day ; 
Green that vale; though lonely, fair, 
And with Nature's clothing gay. 


Soon shall earth’s strange tale be told— 
Dark with every guilty deed, 

Like that gloomy vale of old— 
And a fairer scene succeed. 


FEBRUARY 26. 
“ A double-minded man is unstable in all his ways.” 
Jas. i. 8. 
From the fountains of heaven 
At times we may drink ; 
At others be driven 
To misery’s brink! 


Our souls, so unstable, 
On manna may feed ; 

The crumbs from Christ’s table 
Ere long we may need. 
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FEBRUARY. 


One hour we would gladly 
Forsake all below ; 

The next, very sadly, 
Some trifle forego ! 


While all these temptations 
Our waywardness prove, 
There are no variations 
In Christ’s faithful love! 


FEBRUARY 27. 
* Awake, thou that sleepest !"—Zph. v. 14. 


Wuo has not felt affliction’s weight 
Most heavily when morning broke— 

When first from an unconscious state 
To memory and regret he woke? 


If still undisciplined he wept, 
Nor could the hand that smote adore, 
Has he not wish’d that he had slept 
To wake to wretchedness no more? 


Still would he close his heavy eyes, 
And still his restless pillow press ; 
To steep his senses still he tries 
In undisturb’d forgetfulness. 


But mourners are this power denied, 
The whelming billows to control ; 
Nor can our efforts stem the tide 
Of sorrows, sweeping o’er the soul! 


How, then, will sinners wake at last 
To hear and feel their doleful doom, 
When summoned by the trumpet’s blast, 
That breaks the slumbers of the tomb? 


FEBRUARY. 4a 


When, from their narrow beds below, 
The sleepers, summoned each by name, 
Wake not alone to endless woe, 
But to contempt and endless shame! 


How willingly would each have lain 

Still in his dismal, damp abode, 
When on the rocks they call in vain 

To hide them from the wrath of God ! 


FEBRUARY 28. 
“ The love of Christ, which passeth knowledge.”"—Zph. iii. 19 


O, love of God in Christ! unknown, unbounded ! 
Sweet light illuming revelation’s pages ! 

O, balm divine for hearts and spirits wounded, 

Within so tempted, and by snares surrounded, 

When nature faints, and reason reels confounded ; 
O, what a refuge is the Rock of Ages! 


Think on the love that fails and varies never ; 
The light that shone on ancient saints and sages ; 
The healing balm that quells the mental fever ; 
And, ere the silver cords of nature sever, 
Make ¢his the refuge of thy soul for ever— 
The strong, the everlasting Rock of Ages! 


FEBRUARY 29 (Leap Year). 


“His days are determined ; the number of his months are 
with Thee: Thou hast appointed his bounds that he cannot 
“Job xiv. 5. 
Tue dying sinner, fill’d with fear, 
Who sees his final doom so near, 
The wealth of worlds would gladly give 
A little longer here to live ; 
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MARCH. 


The hand of death could he but stay, 
And only live another day, 

To seek, ere mercy’s time be o’er, 

The Gon he never sought before. 

But Judgment, with a withering frown, 
Confirms his sentence, “ Cut him down!’’ 
In vain for some reprieve he cries ; 

His days are gone—the sinner dies ! 


Though few and evil be our days, 

This month awhile its flight delays ; 
But still the moments flitting past 

Bid us improve them while they last. 
What if the Judge of all the earth 
Should send the solemn mandate forth, 
“This year’s last day shall also be 
The final day of life with thee!” 


Prolong’d, perhaps, this little space, 
In pure compassion to thy case ; 

The year thus lengthen’d in its course 
Will add a sting to our remorse, 

If, all its means of grace gone by, 
Unpardon’d and unsaved we die! 


MARCH 1. 
“ Faith, which worketh by love.”—Gal. v. 6. 
Og, were this ee from above 
wo on every heart engraved— 
That only faith which works by love 
Is faith by which we can be saved, 


How would Arminian pride grow pale, 
Were this eternal truth received, 

And Antinomian boldness fail, 
Which oft and long the Spirit grieved ! 


MARCH. 47 


No base alloy, or leaven strange, 
Presumptuous or impure, would then 
The everlasting Gospel change, 
Or mould it to the minds of men! 


MARCI 2. 


“ The holy scriptures are able to make thee wise unto salva- 
tion, through faith which is in Christ Jesus.”"—2 7m. lil. 15. 


“Searca the Scriptures,” saith the Lord, 
And “ continue in my word,” 

For ‘‘ they testify of me ;”’ 

And “the truth shall make you free.’’ 
Ah! what madness keeps us still 
From obedience to His will ? 

Nothing but our good He seeks, 

Ever to our conscience speaks ; 

Yet our thoughts the lightest page 
Oft will rivet and engage, 

While that book neglected lies, 
Which would train us for the skies 


MARCH 3. 
“ God is a refuge for us.”—Psa. 1xii. 8. 


Fuuriz that promise, Lord, to me— 
Now let me plead that word with Thee! 
In every strong temptation be 
A refuge, very near, 
To which my tempted soul may flee 
From danger and from fear! 


48 MARCH. 


When foes, unwearied in the chase, 
Pursue me fiercely and apace, 
May I press onwards in the race, 
utstrip those cruel foes, 
The city reach,—and then, through grace, 
Its gates Thou wilt not close ! 


Thou wilt not shut me out, when nigh, 

Regardless of my mournful cry, 

Nor leave beyond those gates to die, 
Refused admission there ; 

Since none who to that refuge fly 
Shall perish in despair! 


MARCH 4. 


“TI know, O Lord, that thy judgments are right, and that 
Thou in faithfulness hast afflicted me.”—Psa. cxix. 75. 


Tue kindest, truest Friend is He 
Who comes when others leave us ; 

Whose words are sweetest certainty 
When other hopes deceive us! 


Who comes when all around is gloom, 
And all within is dreary, 

The hov’ring horrors to illume, 
And to refresh the weary ! i 


Then welcome woe! farewell to friends ! 
A Saviour’s smile is dearer! 
What mercy with the judgment blends, 

That brings a Saviour nearer ! 


MARCH. 49 


MARCH 5. 
“ The world passeth away.”—1 John ii. 17. 


A FEw revolving suns—and then 

The restless race of living men 

Shall all have made (but each alone) 
The transit to a state unknown ; 
Earth’s busy drama shall be o’er, 

And time itself shall be no more: 
Defeated rage shall Death devour,— 
Those emigrants are past his power ! 
Though not alike from wrath exempt— 
And some shall fade into contempt ! 


MARCH 6. 


“ By their fruits ye shall know them.”— Matt. vii. 20. 
“Faith without works is dead.” Jas. iii. 20. 


‘ Wuat shall I do?’ the Christian cries, 
“To serve my Lord, what shall I do? 
Most sorely this my patience tries, 
Since works must prove profession true. 


‘‘Qh, could I prove at any cost 
My heart’s devotion to the Lord ! 
But talents, time, and life are lost, 
And no such evidence afford !” 


Tis well when we can feel and mourn 
The useless tenor of our days ; 
Nor will the gracious Saviour scorn 
One who, to serve Him, sighs and prays. 
D 


50 MARCH. 


Though long we may no sign perceive, 
Not always destitute of joy 

That soul to sadness will He leave, 
Since whom He saves He will employ ! 


MARCH 7. 


“ The law of the Lord is perfect, converting the soul. The 
testimony of the Lord is sure, making wise the simple.” 
Psa. xix. 7. 


Kwnow’st thou the weight of sin, 
That heaviest load of all, 

The plague, the war within, 
The wormwood and the gall? 


In secret dost thou heave 
The sad and frequent sigh, 

To think that thou should’st grieve 
Thine Advocate on high ? 


Has aught on earth too dear 

Thy thoughts from Heaven estranged, 
And hast thou cause to fear 

Thy heart was never changed ? 


Still, dost thou wish to draw 
From fountains fresh and pure ? 

Go, search the “ perfect law,”’ 
And ‘‘ testimony sure.” 


There ponder day and night, 
And, often, on thy knees ; 

Till on thy soul the light 
Shall rise by soft degrees ; 


MARCH. 51 


Throughout, the student finds 
One thread of promise run ; 
That golden thread which binds 
All Eden’s flowers in one! 


*Tis Christ, the first and last, 
Who stills his spirit’s strife ; 

From death he then has pass’d 
Into eternal life ! 


MARCH 8. 


‘Ts there anything whereof it may be said, See, this is new *”’ 
Eccles, i, 10. 
Too oft we sigh’d for something new, 
In wearied, desultory mood ; 
Or long’d some shadow to pursue, 
And murmur’d, as the phantom flew, 
«Who now will show us any good ?”’ 


Lord, save me from desires so vain, 

For “ Faithful” is Thy name, and “ True ;”’ 
Changeless thine attributes remain, 
But where thy glowing graces reign 

Are hopes and pleasures ever new! 


MARCH 9. 


“Pride cometh, then cometh shame; but with the lowly is 
wisdom.” Prov, xi. 2. 
Pripr, wicked Pride! thou cause of all 
The world’s wide evils, and its fall, 

Our wretched, ruin’d nature’s thrall, 
And treacherous guide, 
I know thy wiles, not few nor small, 
Thou wicked Pride! 
D2 


a2 MARCH. 


O when we trace the current’s course 
That now, perhaps, has spent its force, 
Whelm’d in the depths of late remorse, — 
To nought beside 
So surely may we trace its source 
As to our Pride. 


The troubled spring from whence arose 
The bitter feelings, varied woes 
That mark’d our progress till its close, 
And still supplied 
Some draught to poison our repose, 
Was wicked Pride. 


Lord, let me never, never more 
' Sip from the streams I quaff’d before ; 
Then will thy smile my peace restore, 
So long denied, 
And teach me due contempt to pour 
On all my Pride! 


MARCH 10. 


“ Take away all iniquity.”— Hosea xiv. 2. 
“Give me now wisdom and knowledge.”—2 Chron. i. 10 


SoMeETIMEs, perplex’d, I say, 

Which esa I most that Gop would grant, 
To take what’s mine away, 

Or give me what I want? 


Then, when I think upon 

My nature, strong temptation’s prey, 
I cry, “This heart of stone, 

O Saviour, take away!” 
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All that is mine, I see, 

Is mar’d, degraded, and depraved ; 
And must excluded be, 

Or how can I be saved? 


Again—I see my need 

Of all a holy Gop requires ; 
And feel how vast indeed 

A spirtt’s vast desires : 


And then with alter’d mind, 
I cry, if burden’d I must be 
With self, Lord, let me find 
My wants supplied in Thee ! 


MARCH 11. 


“Speak thou also unto the children of Israel, saying, Verily 
my Sabbaths ye shall keep: for it is a sign between me and 
you throughout your generations.” Ex, xxxi. 18. 

TuovuGs Jewish Sabbaths now demand 

Observances we cannot pay, 
Yet all who dwell in Israel’s land 
Are well reminded of the day: 


No joyful sounds of Sabbath bell 
Peal through that land in sweet accord, 
But would that Christians kept as well 
The day now hallow’d to the Lord! 


One who has fought, and toil’d, and wept* 
In Israel’s cause—a champion brave— 
Has truly said, ‘‘ The Saviour kept 
His people’s Sabbath, in the grave !”’ 


* Dr. M‘Caul. I am not aware whether this remark, relating 
to the sacredness of the Jewish Sabbath, was conversational, or 
may occur in his writings. 
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Alas! and may it not be said, 
That now His people keep it there? 
Since all who know Him not, are dead 
In blind presumption, or despair ! 


Speed, O undying Love, the day 
When all these dead shall live again ! 
Reveal the Truth, the Life, the Way, 
And breathe, O Spirit, on these slain ! 


MARCH 12. 
“T was in the Spirit on the Lord’s day.”—Mev. i. 10. 


TueE love of Christ the power inspires, 
To keep His day as He requires ; 
While one whom no such motive warms 
But keeps it in external forms, 

Nor ever reaps the rich reward 

Of those who truly serve the Lord. 

Oh for more faithfulness and love! 

Oh for His Spirit from above ! 

To keep it as that exile did, 

(In private, or His saints amid) 

To whom in Patmos once was given 
Prophetic light, direct from Heaven. 
The Lord, who saw us waiting thus, 
‘Would also deign to visit us ; 

If not, as to that saint of old, 

Earth’s startling prospects to unfold, 
Yet more distinctly to make known, 
And animate us by our own! 

How soon our Sabbaths here may close, 
The Lord of Sabbaths only knows ; 


" 
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But he who to that rest attains, 
Which for the righteous yet remains, 
Perceives in earthly Sabbaths best 

A foretaste of eternal rest! 


MARCH 13. 


“ We shall be like him ; for we shall see Him as He is. And 
every man that hath this hope in him purifieth himself, even as 
He is pure.” John iii. 2, 3. 


WELL may a “lively hope” like this, 
Sustain the tried believer ; 

But who can realize the bliss 

That ‘* we shall see Him as He is,” 
And dwell with Him for ever? 


That hope should sweeten all our cares, 
Our pastime, or employment! 

Since He who holds it forth declares 

Its contemplation best prepares 
The soul for its enjoyment ! 


MARCH 14, 


“His anger endureth but a moment; in His favour is life: 
weeping may endure for a night, but joy cometh in the morn- 
ing.” Pea. Xxx. 5. 


How sweetly to a starless night 

Succeeds the gently-dawning light! 

Thus if the Saviour frown a while, 

How sweet is His returning smile ! 

Like sunbeams o’er the waste, it glows ;— 

The Christian well the contrast knows ° 
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Between that season of distress 

And his reviving happiness : 

He hates the sin that frown reproves, 
The smile he more than ever loves ! 


MARCH 15. 
« And now behold I know that ye shall see my face no more. 
And they all wept sore.” Acts xx. 25, 37. 


DEPARTURES and partings, at evening’s close 
Have ever a doubly-felt power ; 

The distractions of day may those feelings oppose 
Which accord with the soft sunset hour ! 


Transition is written on all things below, 
And our feelings themselves are unsteady ; 
But, though ceaselessly taught, we are ever too 
slow, 
This lesson to learn—‘ Be ye ready!” 


“Be ready” to leave all that most may allure 
The senses, the feelings, the heart ; 
And when friends are becoming most precious, be 
gure, 
O be sure, ye be ready to part! 


MARCH 16. 
“ He led them forth by the right way.”— Pea, evil. 7. 


Have we wander’d far and long? 
Saviour, O restore us! 

Shining out, as light among 

All the clouds that darkly hung, 
For a season, o'er us. 
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Shall we doubt that One so true 
Who so safely led us through 
All life’s dangers hitherto, 

Still will go before us ? 


MARCH 17. 


: “Seek ye out of the book of the Lord, and read: no one of 
~ these shall fail,” &c. Isa. Xxxiv. 16. 


~ Or late, in meditative mood, 
“On Asphaltites’ shore I stood, 
And by the Jordan’s sacred flood ; 
But e’en such scenes contain 
No charm to make us wise or good, 
Less worldly, or less vain. 


Alas, what most the eye admires 

No inward sanctity inspires ; 

The holiness which Gop requires, 
From hidden sources springs, 

While mere imagination tires, 
And folds her weary wings. 


Though deathless monuments around 

May fill the heart with awe profound, 

In vain their ‘still, small voices’’ sound, 
Till Gop’s own word we hear ; 

Then “every place is holy ground,” 
For Gop himself is near! 
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MARCH 18. 
“And of whom hast thou been afraid or feared, that thou 
hast lied, and hast not remembered me?” Isa. iii. 11. 


Dogs the chieftain of a band, 
Loyal to its rightful liege, 

When the foe invades the land, 
Yield unfought a bloodless siege ? 

Fights he not with heart and hand 
For his own, his monarch’s land ? 


Will he flinch, or suffer those 

Who beneath his banner fight, 
Panic-struck before their foes, 

To deny their Sovereign’s right ? 
No! a righteous cause they chose, 

And to death will dare their foes ! 


And shall we, if subjects true 
Of a greater King than theirs, 
Shrink from efforts doubly due, 
Awed by guilty doubts and cares? 
King of kings! our strength renew, 
And to death we will be true! — 


MARCH 19. 


“Tf & man love me, he will keep my words.—Ye are my 
friends, if ye do whatsoever I command you.” 
John xiv.15; xv. 14. 


How sadly from such truths we swerve ! 
Though once we knew them ; 

Oh that our memories would preserve —~ * 
Those words — to do them! 
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My feelings, Lord, too well I know, 
Are ever veering ; 

Yet once again Thy smile bestow, 
So bright, so cheering ! 


Oh memory, faithless to thy trust, 
How hast thou slumber’d ! 

My soul lies cleaving to the dust, 
Dull, and encumber’d ! 


Of all our woes (if Christians), none 
Such anguish gave us, , 

As that we thus requited One 
Who died to save us ! 


MARCH 20. 
“ Which things the angels desire to look into."—-1 Pet. i, 12. 


Yes, holy angels well may wonder 
To see our doom averted 

By Him who burst the bars asunder, 
The leader we deserted ! 


Strange! that the creditor and claimant 
Himself should loose our fetters, 

Himself lay down the penal payment 
For us His bankrupt debtors! 


Far less will holy angels wonder 
When, earth’s long trial ended, 

The Judge shall speak in tones of thunder, 
The Judge we have offended. 


With joy they greet one soul forgiven, 
And bless Salvation’s Giver— 

What welcomes, then, shall peal through Heaven 
For myriads saved for ever ! 
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Nor less profoundly shall we ponder 
Our own ‘‘so great salvation,” * 

But through eternal ages wonder, 
In blissful adoration ! 


MARCH 21. 


“He shall see of the travail of His soul, and shall be satis- 
fied.” Isa, iii. 11. 
“Unto the Son he saith, Thy throne, O God, is for ever and 
ever. Thy God hath anointed thee with the oil of gladness.” 
| Heb.i 8, 9. 
O tire! what charm can save thee ‘ 
From sickening and from wasting ? 
The Lord, alone, who gave thee, 
Can make thee everlasting ! 


But read this sweet reality 
Inscribed on Heaven’s portals ; . 
‘These gates of immortality 
Are open now to mortals !”’ 


What bright illumination 

Comes scattering gloom and sadness, 
And lights up all creation ?— 

It is the Saviour’s “gladness !”’ 


And all our sadness borrows 
Sweet comfort from His story ; 
No more a man of sorrows, 
He reigns the King of Glory ! 


* Heh. ii, 3. 
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MARCH 22. 


“Say not thou, What is the cause that the former days were 
better than these ? for thou dost not inquire wisely concerning 
this." Eocles. vii. 10. 


Wuart is it makes the past appear 
More joyous than the present ? 

And Jost companions doubly dear, 
And distant scenes more pleasant ? 


Can memory thus to gold transmute 
Her now too precious treasures ? 

And did no sorrow once dispute 
The prevalence of pleasures ? 


Say, rather, our rebellious will 
The picture oft reverses ; 

And leaves us discontented still 
Amidst unnumber’d mercies ! 


MARCH 23. 


“ Yea, I have loved thee with an everlasting love.” 
Jer. Xxxi. 3. 


WE sin, repent, and sin again, 
Though conscience may reprove ; 
But if one sin could seek in vain 
Forgiveness from above, 
Tis that of giving needless pain, 
And wounding generous love ! 
Though e’en that sin, through One more kind, 
The pardon which it seeks may find. 


Affection should its object save 
From pangs we might withhold: 
One look may haunt us to the grave, 

Or till our hearts be cold ; 
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One sigh return the wounds we gave 
A thousand, thousand fold ; 

O, inconsistent human love! 
Thy better model seek above. 


MARCH 24. 


“I pray thee, let me go over, and see the good land that is 


beyond Jordan, that goodly mountain, and Lebanon.” 
Devd. iii, 25. 


REFRESHINGLY green is the plain of Beyrdot, 
Enamelling richly the shore ; 

A mulberry-garden at Lebanon’s foot, 
And studded with villas all o’er. 


But Lebanon’s range is the charm of the view, 
Distinguish’d in primitive time ; 

So noble in form, and so varied in hue, 
So “goodly” in soil and in clime. 


The charms of al regions seem here to have met ; 
For many a vale intervenes ; 

Nor ever can they who have witness’d forget 
Its soft or magnificent scenes. 


Its natives, the Druses, a singular race, 
Whose faith is a secret profound, 
Their dignified origin boastingly trace 
To the British crusaders renown’d. 


The courage which tyranny never could tame, 
Its yoke often sullenly wears ; 
And, like add other sons of the mountain, they 
claim 
A freedom which seldom is theirs. 
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On those wildly-romantic and beautiful heights 
I’ve willingly linger’d a while ; 

Whose natives, unblest ’mid an Eden’s delights, 
Would weep, though all nature should smile. 


The pleasures which richly that visit repaid, 
No cares were permitted to chill ; 

What rambling, romantic excursions were made, 
Remember’d delightfully still! 


Its ‘‘ cold-flowing waters,” so limpid and pure, 
Its scenes, such as heart cannot feign ; 

And its fresh mountain-breezes in summer allure 
Those who languish below in the plain. 


But Lebanon’s noblest distinction appears 
As a vast northern landmark to stand ; 

Defining, in future felicitous years, 
Immanuel’s beautiful land ! 


MARCH 25. 


“The wind ceased, and they came and worshipped Him.” 
Matt. xiv. 32, 38. 
To feel, to know, that Christ is near, 
Though not to sight unveil’d, 
To adoration turns the fear 
Which once our faith assail’d. 


The winds may howl, the waves may roar, 
And foes our souls besiege ; 

But every danger, fear’d before, 
Becomes a privilege. 


We cannot now that mandate hear 
Which winds and waves fulfil ; 

But well we know, when storms are near, 
The Lord is nearer still ! 
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MARCH 26. 


“Set a watch, O Lord, before my mouth ; keep the door of 
my lips.” Pasa. cxii. 3. 
WHEN to a fellow-creature’s heart 
Some word of ours has sent a dart, 
Which yet we meant not thus ; 
How deeply, when our fault was known, 
We wish’d the pain were all our own! 
Were this our punishment alone, 
Oh none need envy us! 


Though inadvertently might fall 
Some word we never can recall, 
Which seem’d too light to weigh ; 
Yet its effects may haunt us long, 
And prove, through grace, a motive strong 
To watch our heart, to watch our tongue, 
And, ere we speak, to pray ! 


MARCH 27. 


* Behold your house is left unto you desolate. For I say unto 
you, Ye shall not see me henceforth till ye shall say, Blessed is 
He that cometh in the name of the Lord.” Matt. xxiii. 38, 89. 

Tue temple, Israel’s pride of old, 

E’en pagans could appland ; 
Whose walls of marble, lined with gold, 
No eye undazzled could behold, 


No heart approach unawed. 


Upon Moriah’s mount arose 
That ancient house of prayer ; 
The only spot Jehovah chose, 
In days idolatrous as those, 
To place His glory there! 
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But Time, and Ruin’s ruthless tide, 
Have swept o’er Israel’s race ; 
For Christ was by “ His own” denied,— 
A Moslem fane, in sombre pride, 
Now desecrates the place. 


What truth and mercy have appear’d 
On their behalf again! — 
Now better known, and more endear’ d, 
On Zion’s mount at length is rear’d 
A simple Christian fane. 


The silver and the gold are thine ; 
Thou, Lord, the glory art ; 

Whose beams, effulgent and divine 

E’en from this place we pray may shine 
Again on Israel’s heart. 


When here with ours’ his prayers unite, 
O pity, and forgive ! * 
Here may the blind receive their sight, 
And many a dying Israelite + 
Look, and believe, and live ! 


MARCH 28. 


“ They hated knowledge, and did not choose the fear of the 
Lord: therefore shall they eat of the fruit of their own way.” 
Proverbs i. 29, 31. 


Ye who little heed have given 

To the messengers of heaven, 
When they bade you seek the Lord, 
*Ere his judgments were outpour’d, 
Turning to the light at last, 

*Ere your day of grace was past ; 


* 1 Kings viii. 30. + Numbers xxi. 8, 9. 
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But their counsel ye abhor’d,— 
Hear ye now what says the Lord. 
Not, as once, your love He seeks, 
"Tis the Judge Himself who speaks : 
Since I long have knock'd in vain, 
And no entrance could obtain 

At the door of hearts so hard, 
Only to your Saviour bar’d, 

Open’d promptly to let in 

Every tempter, cvery sin,— 

Know ye now, it is too late, 

Mercy will no longer wait, 

And when wrath and woe are near, 
Though ye call, I will not hear; 
Yea, though loud and long ye pray, 
I will turn mine ear away ! 

Your exceeding bitter cry 

Never shall avail on high, — 

Tor no Advocate shall there 
Efficacious make your prayer : 
They who such salvation spurn’d, 
Richly have their ruin earn’d. 

Deaf to mercy’s accents kind, 
Fools! since ye have sown the wind, 
Vengeance shall no longer sleep,— 
For the whirlwind ye shall reap ! 


MARCI 29. 


“Remember therefore from whence thou art fallen ”’ 


Rev. ii. 5. 


(N. B. The name of Seth's son, Enos, signifies “* Fallen man."’ 
Gen. Vv. 6] 


WuHeEn first we feel our guilt indeed, 
And life’s unblest, uncertain span, 
The motto which on all we read 


Is “ fallen man ”’ 
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Whene’er our restless thoughts recall 
The chequer’d past, since life began, 
The motto still inscribed on all 

Is ‘fallen man!” 


The tears which first in childhood fell, 
Or down time’s deeper furrows ran, 
Proclaim the story all too well 

Of “fallen man!” 


Look we around, above, below, 

How narrowly soe’er we scan, 

All nature shares the doom and woe 
Of “fallen man.”’ 


No pitying hand, no angel’s wing, 

Could Hope’s expiring embers fan, 

Nor light from heavenly regions bring 
To “ fallen man 
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But lo! the Day-star shines above, 
Revealing brightly Mercy’s plan, 
Diffusing peace, and beaming love 

On “ fallen man!” 


And still the chorus of the sky 
Proclaims Creation’s cancel’d ban, 
“All glory be to Gop on high, 

And peace to man 


'” 
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“ And I saw a new heaven, and a new carth.’’—/J?ev. xxi. 1. 
“Tf any man be in Christ, he is a new creature "’ 
2 Cor. v. 17. 
AND Shall this earth indeed become 
A blooming paradise ? 
Man’s blissful and immortal home— 
A transcript of the skies ? 
E 2 
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The word of Gop is our response, 
Unchangeable and true ; 

He out of chaos form’d it once, 
And will again renew ! 


That Hand shall blessings widely fling, 
Which every good bestows ; 

The barren wilderness shall sing, 
And blossom as the rose ! 


The Tempter now the world beguiles, 
But shal]l not enter there ; 

All nature shall reflect the smiles 
The human face will wear, 


For man is Nature’s counterpart, 
Whose laws have been deranged, 
And with the renovated heart 
Shall outward scenes be changed. 


First, Israel from the dead shall rise, 
His Saviour to confess ; 

And Gentiles own with contrite sighs 
Their long unfaithfulness ! 


In every heart, and every land, 
The King of kings shall reign ; 

Whose irresistible command 
Shall banish Death and Pain. 


Divine Restorer, quickly come,— 
Our King, our Life, our all! 
But ’ere our wilderness can bloom, 

Thy Spirit’s showers must fall! 
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MARCH 31. 


‘Elect according to the foreknowledge of God the Father, 
through sanctification of the Spirit, unto obedience, and eprink- 
ling of the blood of Jesus Christ.’’ 1 Pet. i. 2. 


Since Gon’s foreknowledge is election, 
(Foreknowledge which preserves us still,) 

Why should the doctrine with dejection 
The timid bosom fill? 


He knows what enemies oppose us, 
And bids us cast on Him our care ; 

For nothing in ourselves He chose us, 
Or well might we despair ! 


Then ask no more *‘ Am I elected ?”” 
But rather ask yourself alone 

If, deeply by such love affected, 
It won, at once, your own? 


And when from fatal sleep awaking, 
You lifted first your eyes above, 
Did you, by all your sins forsaking, 

Evince your faith and love? 


APRIL 1. 
“ Those that be planted in the house of the Lord, shall 
flourish in the courts of our God.” Psa. xcii. 18. 


Tr’ Omniscient eye that glances on 
The sylvan scenes of Lebanon, 
Looks also on the tender flower 
Whose tints are faded in an hour, 
Nor of more worth to Him appears 
The cedar of a thousand years. 
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Thus He selects with equal love 

To flourish in His courts above 

What once was planted in the wild, 
The full-grown Christian, and the child. 
Maturity to one He grants, 

And one in infancy transplants. 

How safe are both beneath His care! 
For well he knows what each can bear ! 
The one He leaves in grace to grow, 
Exposed to all the winds that blow ; 
But takes to climes more soft and warm 
The flower too tender for the storm ! 


APRIL 2. 


“Man that is born of a woman, is of few days, and full of 
trouble.” Job xiv. 1. 


A cross embitters every state 

But often by ourselves is made ; 

And then more galling is its weight 

Than when by Heaven’s appointment laid. 


Some bear their burden from their birth, 
Thrice happy should their trials prove 
The means of weaning them from earth 
To seek those things that are above! 


But ah! what sorrows can compare 
With theirs whom no such ends awaits, 
Compell’d their burden here to bear, 
Nor lay it down at Heaven’s gates! 


= 
APRIL. zi 


APRIL 3. 


« And I saw a great white throne, and Him that sat on it.” 
Rev. xx. 11. 
To meet the Judge of quick and dead 
Now let me earnestly prepare, 
And nothing ask but ‘children’s bread,”’ 
That on/y satisfving fare. 


But ah! thou cumberer of the ground, 

Still waving with the wind art thou! 
Where can another such be found, 

Who breathes and breaks so many a vow? 


APRIL 4. 
“Faith, hope, charity—these three."—1 Cor. xiii. 13. 


Can this be Faith that grieves the Lord, 
Not once, nor twice, by deed and word? 
Could she forget ’ere evening closed 

The vows of morning, self-imposed? 
Could Love, without whose hallow’d flame 
Our vaunted Faith is but a name, 

A colder nature wear so soon? 

Or midnight quench the hopes of noon? 
Strive, O my soul, thy state to know, 

Nor let this holy Trio go. 


APRIL 5. 


“And Jesus stretched forth His hand and caught him.” 
Matt. xiv. 31. 
Waar figure is seen through the gloom 
Walking on o’er the tempest-toss'd sea? 
Lord, if it be Thou, bid me come 
O’er the turbulent waters to Thee! 
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But ah! how terrific the blast ! 

And the billows how fearfully high ! 
My strength is forsaking me fast, 

I’m sinking—Lord, help, or I die! ' 


What patience, O Saviour, is thine, 
With a creature so wayward to bear ! 

What changeable feelings are mine, 
Ever prone to presume or despair ! 


APRIL 6. 


“My brethren have dealt deceitfully—as the stream of brooks 
they pass away.” Job vi. 15. 


“ Trust ye not in a friend—put not confidence in a guide.” 
Mic. vii. 5. 


SuRROUNDED by deceit, 
Ourselves unstable, too, 
Where shall affection meet 

Its object true ? 


Where’er the heart expends 
Its feelings, they are chill’d : 
Where shall we find in friends 
Our hopes falfill'd ? 


Nay, influence from above 
May turn affection’s tide ; 

Whom shall we dare to love? 
In whom confide ? 


That question has been solved 
In superhuman words ; 

Yet oft are we involved 
In self-tied cords. 
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Our dearest friend may prove 
The Lord’s correcting rod; 
There is no happy love. 
But love to Gop! 


APRIL 7, 


“ We look not at the things which are seen, but at the things 
which are not seen.” Phil. iv. 18. 


Aut earth’s flowers, its fairest, best, 

Though in richest colours drest, 

Time will of their bloom divest, 
Smiting with his wizard wand; 

Nothing here can make us blest 

But the strong and steady faith 

Which can through the gates of death 
Gaze into the land beyond ! 


APRIL 8. 


“The Lord knoweth the thoughts of men, that they are 
vanity.” Psa. xciv. 11. 


Upon a flood of fancies tost, 

Excitement’s easy prey, 
My life in vain regrets was lost, 

Or idly wish’d away ! 
But, Lord, may every wish in one 
Be now absorb’d—‘“ Thy will be done!” 
Vain thoughts, a bright, but lawless throng, 
‘Bring their own punishment, ’ere long ; 
Reality, returning, seems 
Insipid, after dazzling dreams. 
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And as disorder’d health is said 

To gather spectres round our bed, 

So were vain thoughts when most they pleased, 
The symptoms of a mind diseased ! 


APRIL 9. 


“ That which now is, in the days to come shall all he for- 
gotten.” Eccles. xi. 16. 


Time, that stealest life away, 
Canst thou ever make amends, 
Or thy cruel thefts repay, 
Youth, and happiness, and friends ? 
These are things which never more, 
Cruel Time, thou canst restore ! 


Ah, saith Time, such losses prove 
Gain at last, however strange, 
Since thy Saviour’s dearer love 
Changes not, as seasons change ! 
And when Time shall be no more, 
All it stole He will restore! 


APRIL 10. 


“He that truateth his own heart {s a fool."— Prov. xxviii. 26. 


WHEN those we've trusted prove untrue, 
We seldom trust them more, 

Nor can our former faith renew, 
Or confidence restore : 

The lips that wilfully deceived 

Can never be, as once, believed ! 
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Yet though I've cause enough to know 
My heart the source of ill, 
I listen to that bosom-foe, 
Alas, too often still! 
Now let me profit by the past — 
Deceiver! be ashamed at last ! 


APRIL 11. 


“ The Lord is good to all, and His tender mercies are over all 
His works.” Poa. cxlv, Y. 


Yes, every star that flames on high 
Proclaims its Maker’s majesty ; 

All earth below, all heaven above, 
Proclaim His faithfulness aud love 

From objects which defy the powers 

Of optics limited as ours, 

(Too vast, or spread beyond their scope,) 
To those that need the microscope ; 
Each has a voice—not heard by all— 
Sublime and loud, or “still and small,”’ 
Best by our feelings understood, 

For ever chanting, ‘‘ Gop is good!” 

To make, to keep, to guard, to guide, 
With all things needful to provide ! 

But that which proves His goodness most, 
Is that He seeks and saves the lost ! 


While all His works this witness bear 
To His benign and constant care, 

And each the common chorus aids 
Which all His universe pervades, 
Shall creatures ransom’d by His blood 
Forbear to cry, ‘“‘ The Lord is good ?” 
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APRIL 12. 


** He died for all—that they which live should not henceforth 
live unto themselves, but unto Him which died for them and 
rose again.” 2 Cor. v. 15. 


My heart would fain from creatures turn 
To love the Lord alone; 
But still its hollowness I mourn, 


My folly feel and own. 


It doubtless proves my nature vile 
The work of grace to mar, 

And hazard for a creature’s smile 
A Saviour’s—dearer far ! 


And this I do, when I can hear 
His name and cause profaned, 
And mute remain—by selfish fear, 

The fear of man, restrain’d. 


When, loath to utter what offends, 
My vaunted courage faints; 

Or feebly for the faith contends, 
Deliver’d to the saints. 


And this I do, when thrown among 
The vain and werldly-gav, 

I join, or seem to join, the throng, 
As vain and light as they ; 


Nor strive His memory to recall 
Which paramount should be, 

Who since “ He died for all” —for al/— 
Died (wondrous thought!) for me / 
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Lord, when to speak, and when forbear, 
Would’st Thou the grace impart, 

With jealous zeal, and watchful care, 
To keep this wretched heart ! 


For human strength would nought avail 
To keep a heart like mine ; 

An angel’s for the task would fail, 
Or any. short of Thine ! 


APRIL 13. 


“ The time is at hand.”— Rev, i. 8. 
“ The time is come—the day of trouble is near.”——Ezek. vii. 7. 
“Tue day is near,” the Spirit cries ; 
“ The day is near,” all earth replies ; 
And all who wil/, from heaven may hear, 
In trumpet-strains, ‘‘The day is near!” 


« Wuart day ?” the trembling Conscience cries ; 
“Of wrath and judgment,” Fear replies ; 

But Christians other sounds can hear— 

‘‘The coming of the Lord is near !”’ 


APRIL 14. 


‘‘Thy word was unto me the joy and rejoicing of mine heart.” 
Jer. XV. 16. 
To muse, unwearied, on the Word 
Is sweet to them who love the Lord ; 
For there the promises are pour’d 
Profusely as the showers, 
Until our cup can hold no more, 
With blessings fill’d, and running o’er ; 
Our speechless feelings then adore 
The grace that made them ours! 


18 APRIL. 


APRIL 15. 
“ Grieve not the holy Spirit of Gon.”—Zphes. iv. 30. 


By kindness are our feelings proved 
To those we cherish here ; 

And love which grieves the object loved 
Can scarcely be sincere. 


Thy Spirit, Saviour, thus to grieve 
Provokes Thee, well I know, 

A sinner to himself to leave — 
Ilimself, his deadliest foe! 


Yet leave me not! I cannot live 
If thou wilt help no more ; 
My perfidy again forgive, 
As oft thou didst before ! 


But on my heart, O Spirit pure, 
Thy law for ever write ; 

Love’s softest bands are most secure, 
A Saviour’s burden light ! 


APRIL 16. 


“T Joathe it—I would not live always. Let me alone—for 
ny days are vanity.” Job vii. 16. 
Coup we the flight of time detain, 
What should we, dying creatures, gain ? 
A lengthen’d course of lingering pain, 
If here our hearts be tied. 


Or what would lengthen’d life afford 

To one who, trusting in His word, 

Longs to be ever with the Lord, 
But patience, sorely tried ? 


APRIL. 19 


APRIL 17. 


“This people draweth nigh unto me with their mouth, and 
honoureth me with their lips, but their heart is far from me.” 
Matt. rv. 3. 


Forms, indeed, we all require ; 

Means and helps, while here, at least ; 
But as ashes without fire, 

Or a heart whose pulse has ceased, 
Are those languid, lifeless forms 

Which no glow of feeling warms! 


APRIL 18. 


“Every man shall receive his own reward, according to his 
own labour.” 1 Cor. ili. 8 


AND shall we never serve the Lord, 
Without the hope of a reward ? 

Nor ever to a Saviour go, 

Till grief or fear have laid us low? 
Shame on our selfish natures, shame! 
Unworthy of our vaunted name ! 

The Christian should alike employ 

His seasons of distress and joy 

In that obedience, never vain, 

Which brightens joy and sweetens pain. 


But well the Saviour knows our case, 
And drives us to His throne of grace, 
(Where else our words were old and brief,) 
By every varied form of grief! 

Nor turns from humbled hearts away, 
Whom wretchedness first taught to pray ! 
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APRIL, 


But shall we not, in gladness, go 
To Him whom first we found in woe ? 
Whose kind, correcting rod was such 
It never gave a stroke too much! 


APRIL 19. 


“ The world passeth away."——1 John ii.17, 


“T live by the faith of the Son of God.”—Gal. ii, 29, 


Nor happiness I crave,? 
Which earth can scarce bestow ; 
Nor ask within the grave 

To hide my woe ; 
Nor wish in friends to find ; 
(As once) my heaven below ; 
But leaving all behind 

In grace to grow ! 


O for that fearless faith 

Whose joy is to obey! 

O love, more strong than death, 
For you I pray! 

Yea, should this half-sped year 

Include my dying day, 

Saviour, the sting and fear 
Take, take away ! 


Raise me above the cares 
Besetting me about ; 
And keep me from the snares 
Within, without ! 
For mercy may I look 
With no distressing doubt ; 
Thus, Saviour, from thy book 
Blot me not out! 


APRIL. 81 


APRIL 20. 


“Do thyself no harm.’’—Acts xvi. 28. 


WE think the suicide’s a name 
On which all darkness rests ; 
Though once it won a guilty fame, 

As heathen lore attests. 


But if my wretched soud I kill, 
Its infamy abides ; 

And thus how truly earth is still 
A world of suicides ! 


APRIL 21. 


“ Thou art weighed in the balances, and art found wanting.” 
Dan. v. 27. 


In equal scales the Saviour weighs 
What men despise and what they praise ; 
Nor aught the Righteous Judge of all 
Omits as mighty or as small ; 

The particles of one vast whole, 

A hero’s or an infant’s soul ! 

While human merit ever fails, 

See, His own merits sink the scales! 
Not added, to make up the weight, 
(The thought which most we reprobate) 
But in their independent worth 

More weighty than the gui/t of earth! 


82 APRIL. 


APRIL 22. 


“ Looking for that blessed hope, and the glorious appearing 
of the great God and our Saviour, Jesus Christ." —7it. ii. 18. 
Can we the frequent thoughts forego 
Of those we ne’er shall meet again, 
If once we loved them? surely no! 
The very effort would be pain : 
The faithtul heart their memory bears 
In treasured thoughts and fervent prayers ! 


Thou, Lord, art absent from our eyes, 
But never shall thy servants tire, 
Or less that expectation prize 
Of Thy return, the world’s desire! 
E’en now the souls that look for Thee 
Some signs of thine approach may see ! 


APRIL 23. 


“If thou turn away from doing thy pleasure on my holy 
day, and call the sabbath a delight, the holy of the Lord; theu 
shalt thou delight thyself in the Lord.” Isa. \viii, 18. 

Ir sabbaths but fatigue us here, 
Much rather in the world to come 

The long, long sabbath would appear 
Beyond endurance wearisome ! 


No more, indeed, the voice of prayer 
May in those upper courts be pour’d ; 
But lips melodious cease not there 
To chant the praises of the Lord ! 


And therefore never can a heart 
Untouch’d while here with grateful love, 
Be fit or seek to take its part 
In those sweet services above ! 


APRIL. &3 


The Saviour must that love excite 
’Ere we can thus Elis gifts employ, 
Or call the Sabbath a delight, 
Or heaven itself a world of joy! 


APRIL 24. 


“ Ye are my friends.”"—John xv. 14, 
* Having loved His own, He loved them to the end.” 
John xiii. } 


Coutn friends who soon for life must part 
Still speak and smile serenely ? 
Ah no! the kind and constant heart 
Feels nought so keenly ! 


Should duty such privations claim, 
Yet need they self-denial ; 
Or if from Providence they came, 
Great was the trial! 


One Friend there is, and one alone, 
From whom we need not sever ; 
Who freely chose and loved his own, 

Once and for ever! 


APRIL 25. 


“Then cometh Jesus with them unto a place called Gethse- 
mane ” Matt. xxvi. 68. 


No more Jehoshaphat’s green vale 
Is lull’d by Kedron’s murmuring brook, 
Whose channel, though its waters fail, 
Marks where their ‘‘ winding way’’ they took. 
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R4 APRIL. 


Across the bed where once they flow’d 

Our way-mark yon rude bridge must be ; 
And sacred is that lonely road 

To all who love Gethsemane ! 


Gethsemane ! and art thou yet 
Remembrancer of God’s dear Son, 

Who there the viewless legions met, 
And singly there the triumph won? 


Alas! from sight we nothing gain 
Unless we hear His voice divine ; 

These monuments abide in vain 
Unless the Spirit seal the sign ! 


If only fancy revel here, 
We carry nothing worth away ; 
Lord, rather give us hearts sincere 
Like Thee to strive, hike Thee to pray ! 


Our perfect Pattern here below, 
Our mighty Advocate above, 
Where’er we stay, where’er we go, 
Constrain us by Thy dying love ! * 


* The writer ought perhaps to apologise for inserting these 
lines, as she thinks they may probably have appeared in print 
already, through the kindness of a friend to whom she gave 
them. It is therefore necessary to observe, that she is not com- 
initting a plagiarism: and that the contents of this volume, 
such as they are, proceed from no other hand than her own ; with 
the exception of the “Sketch,” for which she ia indebted to the 
lady of the British Consul. 


APRIL. 85 


APRIL 26. 


“ Look unto me, and be ye saved, all the ends of the earth ; 
for I am God, and there is none clse” Tea iv, 22. 


Tue records of illustrious acts 

Will warm the timid and the cold ; 
And moral majesty attracts 

The minds of corresponding mould. 


Such charm’d attention has been gain‘d, 
That other themes they scarcely heed ; 

Thrill’d by some story, true or feign’d, 
Of high resolve, and daring decd! 


‘Did not their hearts within them burn,” 
And rise all meaner themes above? 
And could they hear with unconcern 
The story of a Sariour’s love? 


Yet cannot any age or clime, 

With all the helps our thoughts can give, 
Afford a model so sublime, 

On which to ponder is to live! 


APRIL 27. 


“We have also a more sure word of prophecy : whereunto ye 
do well that ye take heed, as unto a light that shineth In a dark 
place, until the day dawn, and the day star arise in your hearts” 

2 Pet. i. 19. 


To meditate on things to come 

Too speculative seems to some 

Who fear lest views so broad should be 
A fruit of the forbidden tree ! 

Thus in predictions unfulfil’d 

Too often has research been chill'd, 
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APRIL. 


Nay, e’en that hope with glory fraught, 
So glowingly and clearly taught, — 

The Lord’s descent to earth again, 

In | pease and righteousness to reign— 
Is deem’d a dangerous path to tread, 
Because we may be there misled. 


But how can earnest Christians hold 
Opinions indistinct and cold 

As those must be whose end and sco 
Come short of this substantial hope ! 
Experimental truth, indeed, 

We more than prophecy may need ; 
But every word of God is pure, 

And every threat and promise sure ; 
And no presumption need we fear 

In pausing, what He says to hear; 

To meditate, compare, and weigh, 

And over every word to pray: 

And seek to catch the light thus thrown 
On this world’s prospects and our own. 
A warning light, as strongly cast 
Upon the future as the past ; 

A beacon in the evil day 

To keep us in the narrow way, 

From strong delusion and from sin, 
When, like a flood, the foe comes in ! 


APRIL 28. 


“ Fight the good fight of faith."——1 Jim. vi. 12. 
By grace ye are saved."—Ephes. ii. 5. 


How often our courage would fail us, 


Did not grace, unperceived, interpose, 


So many temptations assail us 


From ourselves, from our friends, and our foes ! 


APRIL. 87 


But the Christian’s desire and endeavour, 
And the law on his conscience engraved, 

Is to fight till he dies, while he never 
Forgets that by grace he is saved. 


APRIL 29. 
“I would thou wert cold or hot."—Ren. iii. 18. 


A lukewarm or a formal friend 
We seldom dearly prize, 
Nor on that sympathy depend 
Which in expression dies ; 
Yet hearts like ours the Lord would win, 
Long knocking ere we let Him in! 


How slowly, languidly, we learn 
To seek the things above ! 
And oh! how coldly we return 
His unexampled love! 
Were all our other failings small, 
This proves us guilty, one and all! 


APRIL 30. 


* And in the morning, rising up a great while before day, He 
went out and departed into a solitary place, and there prayed.” 
Mark i. 35. 
Waite lock’d in indolent repose 
A slumbering world still lay, 
The Lord, our great example, rose, 
Before the dawning day ; 
And to some lonely spot withdrew, 
Beyond the beaten way, 
Where, chill’d and damp with moming dew, 
He linger’d long,—to pray / 


88 MAY. 


For us, a thankless, reckless race, 
For us His prayers were pour’d ; 
Himself the Fountain of all grace, 
For us that grace implored ! 
That morn whose memory ne’er shall fade, 
The harps of heaven record, 
When thus the ‘‘ Man of Sorrows”’ pray’d, 
Of heaven and earth the Lord! 


For us He pray’d—debased and lost, 
Whom He had come to save,— 

For us whose restoration cost 
The life He freely gave: 

The very grace aggrieved the most, 
Redeems us from the grave ; 

Then, what, O Gon, has man to boast, — 
A blood-enfranchised slave ! 


This humbling and affecting truth 
More perfectly impart ; 

On life’s wild sca, in age, in youth, 
This is the sinner’s chart! 

My righteousness, once less than nought, 
Thou, Lord, for ever art ; 

Thy death, alone, my pardon bought, 
And with my life, my heart! 


MAY 1. 


“QO Israel, return unto the Lord thy God, for thou hast fallen 
by thine iniquity.” Hos. xiv. 1. 


Poor outcasts! to your Gop return! 
For sin hath brought ye very low ; 

When will ye from your judgments learn 
The cause of all your lengthen’d woe ? 


MAY. 89 


We Christians ask you tv helieve 

That all who love the Lord love you ; 
And from this token to receive 

A proof that our belief is true. 


We cannot love His Genfile foes, 
But ever for your peace we pray ; 

The people whom of old He chose, 
And promised ne’er to cast away ! 


And when to Israel’s heart made known 
From heathen eyes the scales shall fall, 

And all earth’s gather’d tribes shall own 
The lowly Jesus Lord of all! 


MAY 2. 
“ That disciple whom Jesus loved.”—John xxi. 7 


TxovuGu all whose love to Gop is true, 
Must doubtless love His children too, 
Join’d here in one endearing bond, 

And in the hope that looks beyond, 
And which our hearts together draws,— 
The magnet of a common cause ; 

Nay, mindful of the debt we owe, 
Philanthropy should further flow, 

As only Christian kindness can, 

To all the family of man: 

Yet nothing in the sacred word, 

That strange construction, sometimes heard, 
Will bear (whatever pains we take), 
That love should no distinction make : 
But in the same proportion still 

Flow from the fountain of good-will ; 


90 MAY. 


Or, as the showers of heaven, should fall 
Profusely, and alike on all ! 

A rule so false, and claims so wide, 
Our Lord’s example sets aside, 

Whose love, indeed, though ill repaid, 
Extensive as the worlds He made, 

No dwelling vast enough could find, 
Save His own uncreated mind : 

Yet could His youngest follower claim 
A favour’d friend’s distinguish’d name, 
Who follow’d Him where’er He went, 
And on His gracious bosom Icant : 
Confiding, faithful, holy, mild, 

‘* Beloved,” cmphatically styled ! 

Then who shall rob me of my right, 

In nature’s manifest despite— 

A right I never can forego, 

With such authority to show, 

One best to love, ’mid many dear, 

My thoughts to share, my heart to cheer ; 
Of genuine piety approved ; . 

Like that disciple Jesus loved ! 


MAY 3. 
“Can a woman forget her sucking child? Yea, they may 
forget, yet will I not forget thee.” Tea. xlix. 15. 


Love’s best and brightest earthly form, 
Most fitted to endure 
Alike the sunshine and the storm, 
So true, so steadfast, and so warm, 
So tender and so pure, 
Is that which, whether grieved or blest, 
Dwells only in a mother’s breast ! 


MAY, 9l 


Yet e’en that love the world may share, 
Or Time to rest may lull ; 

Which never can with Christ’s compare, 

For nature prompts a mother’s care, 
But His is wonderful ! 

Our love is held by slender cords, 

But everlasting is the Lord’s! 


MAY 4. 


“What profit hath a man of all his labour which he taketh 
under the sun?” Frecles. i, 8. 


Wuart once we fancied worth 
Our preference and our praise, 
The sweetest flowers on earth 
Fade as we gaze. 


The meteor, bright a while, 
In darkness soon departs, 
So may the friend whose smile 
Once warm’d our hearts ! 


Earth hath no lasting boon, 
Time no enduring joy, 
Which disappointment soon 
May not destroy ! 


Not thus we think or feel 
In laughter-loving youth, 
But every year its seal 
Sets to the Truth ! 


Our kindest friend may veer ; 
Companionships may end ; 
O how should this endear 
One changeless Friend ! 


92 MAY. 


MAY 5. 


“‘And when He was come nigh, even now at the descent of 
the Mount of Olives, the whule multitude of the disciples began 
to rejoice and praise God with a loud voice for all the mighty 
works that they had seen; saying, Blessed be the King that 
cometh in the name of the Lord. And when He was come 
near, He beheld the city and wept over it."—Luke xix. 37, 41. 


DescenDinG from Olivet, brightly outspread 
The city beneath us appears ; 

From hence, ’ere its peace and its glory had fled, 
The Redeemer beheld it with tears. 


Its beauty affected the sensitive mind 
And benevolent heart of the Lord, 

And still in that view are attractions combined, 
The sweetest this world can afford ! 


’Tis hard, at least so have I found it, at times, 
To realize all that we see, 
That the scenes we have pictured in far distant 
climes, 
Before us, around us, can be! 


Dissimilar scenes, to dissimilar eyes ! 

These mountains, and valleys, and wastes ; 
But still in ourselves the disparity lies, 

In our characters, feelings, and tastes. 


But would not that sight to the worst of mankind 
Some thrilling emotion impart ? 

I cannot imagine so senseless a mind, 
So cold, or so callous a heart ! 


Midst Jerusalem’s thousand mementos and sights, 

My powers of description would faint ; 

My hearé, never tired, in the subject delights ; 
But rather to ponder than paint. 


MAY. 93 


Shall I tell you, in verse, for such subjects too 
light, 
© Cone, see where the Lord of life lay!’’ 
Or the mosque’s frowning dome which o’ershadows 
on height 
Where once stood the temple, portray ? 
What words would suffice for the crowded details, 
Though unrival’d, attach’d to this place? 
Its heart-stirring scenes, and its mountains and 
vales, 
What pencil could faultlessly trace ? 


MAY 6. 


“He that is slow to anger is bettcr than the mighty, and he 
that ruleth his spirit, than he that takethacity "— Prov. xvi. 32. 


TuovuGu grace can stem the wildest wave 
That o’er the heart may roll, — 

Must all the truly great and brave 

Their feelings thus control ? 

A wreck at last shall I be left 

Upon this fatal shoal, 

O Saviour! if of Thee bereft, 

The Helmsman of my soul! 


MAY 7. 


“Cast me not away from thy presence, and take not thy holy 
spirit from me.” Psa, li. 11. 


O Gop the Spirit, answer me! 
For Thy soft dews I sigh, 

The seed that once was sown by Thee 
Without thy dews must die! 


94 MAY. 


If I have grieved a Friend s0 tried, 
’Tis fit I too should grieve ; 

Then stay, my humbled soul to chide, 
But never, never leave ! 


I ask not for those comforts now, 
Which thou, at times, would’st shed ; 
But rather to thy rod would bow 
Than feel that Thou art fled ! 


MAY 8. 


“Singing and making melody in your hearts to the Lord ” 
Ephes. v.19. 


In heaven sweet music had its birth, 
And thence, to cheer man’s exile, given, 
Should breathe the language here on earth 
Of its own native heaven! 


Since in its origin Divine, 
Thus sacred ever be its use ; 

O then what name shall we assign 
To its profane abuse? 


Yet oft the lips attuned of late 
Melodiously to praver and praise, 
Ere long can bear to imitate 
A worldly syren’s lays! 


If wand’ring thoughts distract the soul, 
And heedless words the lips defile, 

Much more those witching strains that stole 
The heart from Gop a while! 


MAY. 95 


MAY 9. 
“Ged is love.”—1 John iv. 8. 


Deep in some lone and rocky dell, 
Some shelter’d glen profound, 

To listening nature would I tell, 
And make her realms resound, 

That ancient anthem, loud and sweet, 
Which angels chaunt above, 

*Till thousand echoes should repeat 
This burden—‘“ Gop is love!” 


Such recreation may not sooth 
Our pilgrimage below; 

Yet should we all this precious truth 
Proclaim where’er we go: 

Till our sincerity and zeal 
Our fellow-sinners move, 

And stony hearts are forced to feel 
And echo—‘“ Gop is Jove !”’ 


MAY 10. 


“Thou shalt not be afraid for the terror by night, nor for the 
atrow that flieth by day. Nor for the pestilence that walketh 
in darkness, nor for the destruction that wasteth at noonday.” 

Psa. xci. 5, 6. 
SomE summers ago, at a festival’s close, 
The plague in our city appear’d, 
Producing effects but imagined by those 
Who its horrors have witness’d or fear’d. 


All faces were sad, and all hearts were opprest, 
For surely, when death is so nigh, 

Such feelings a season so sad may suggest 
To many who fear not to die! 


96 MAY, 


A thick, breathless atmosphere deepen’d the 
gloom, 
And painful restraints were imposed ; 
A city shut up is a large, living tomb— 
More sad, if its houses be ciosed. 


Life’s common and daily pursuits seem’d unheeded, 
Or carried on noisclessly—save 
When the heart-sick’ning cry of the moslem pre- 
ceded 


The corpse on its way to the grave ! 


But the scourge was withdrawn, and the gloom was 
dispel’d, 
Nor vainly was confidence built 
On unchangeable Love, which with pity beheld 
Jerusalem—spite of her guilt! 


MAY 11}. 
“ What is thine occupation ?"—Jonah i. 8. 


Dark the “slothful servant’s”’ doom, 
Hope’s complete eclipse, 

When no sound but sighs shall come 
From his speechless lips ! 


‘‘ Lord, what would’st thou Aave me do?”’ 
Some are heard to say ; 

Others stand (contented too), 
Idle all the day. 


Others have no task assigned,— 
Disappointed still ; 

But from every willing mind, 
Lord, accept the will! 


MAY. 97 


E’en thy servants can but boast 
Of acceptance free ; 

Little can they do, at most, 
Nothing without Thee / 


MAY 12. 


“J looked on my right hand and beheld; but there was no 
one that would know me; refuge failed me; no man cured for 
my soul,” &&. &c. Psa. cxlii. 


Ir on my right hand I beheld, 

What cold contempt my hopes i ola 
If on my left hand, none, were there 
For me, or for my soul to care ! 

But when to Thee, O Lord, I cried, 

I found the mercy man denied ; 

And felt, when my complaint was pour’d 
Into the bosom of my Lord, 

That soothing balm for every care 
Which always follows faithful prayer. 


And hence may I this lesson learn— 
From human refuges to turn, 

From vain desires my soul to wean, 
Nor on an arm of flesh to lean; 

But never doubt the sure defence 
Provided by Omnipotence, 

Nor Him whose svmpathy transcends 
The kindness of all earthly friends. 


98 MAY. 


MAY 13. 
‘‘ The pride of thy heart hath deceived thee.”—Ovad. 3. 


Too much on Christ can none confide ; 
To self, too little trust ; 

And this conviction all our pride 
Should prostrate in the dust. 


But pride so many forms can wear 
That scarcely one is slain, 

When lo! another may appear ! 
The monster lives again ! 


O, when ‘the strong man’’ dies indeed, 
By One more strong o’erthrown, 

Our souls from tyranny are freed, 
The hardest we have known. 


Because the supercilious mind 
Must cheerfulness dispel ; 

And peace and pride could never find 
Room in one heart to dwell. 


MAY 14. 


“ The word of God is sharper than any two-edged sword.” 
Heb. iv. 12. 
“Is not my word like as a fire? saith the Lord, and like a 
hammer that breaketh the rock in pieces?” Jer, xxiii. 29. 


Yes, sharper than a two edged sword, 
Strong as a hammer, is the word ; 

A weapon nothing can withstand, 
But only in the Spirit's hand ; 


MAY. 99 


Powerless in any hand beside, 

And unsuccessfully applied. 

None else can deal the stroke—the blow 
That lays the pride of nature low, 
And casts presumption and conceit 
Disarm’d, at the Redeemer’s feet. 


That word, as fire, the soul illumes ; 
The chaff and stubble it consumes : 
And thus unquenchably to shine, 
Proclaims its origin divine. 

Yet must the Spirit gently blow 
And cause the hidden fire to glow ; 
Or never will its power be felt 

The heart to purity and melt. 


Thus He alone can make His word 

A fire, a hammer, and a sword ; 

And we must pray that He woule ‘hus 
Reveal His oracles to us. 


MAY 15. 


‘ But I said, my leanness, my leanness, woe unto me!” 
dea. xxiv 16. 


I reap the barren fig-tree’s doom, 
And seem my case to see; 

For when the Lord again shall come, 
Will fruit be found in me ? 


My leaves may now be thought to hide 
Some pleasant fruit beneath ; 
But by His righteous judgment tned 
O, will my doom be death? 
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100 MAY. 


I trust the mercies of the Lord, 
Who can my case control, 

But mourn, convicted by His word, 
The leanness of my soul! 


.MAY 16. 
“Childhood and youth are vanity.”— Hooles. fi. 10. 


We falsely picture childhood’s hours 

All bright with sunbeams and with flowers, 
For from the cradle to the tomb, 

Time has its sunshine and its gloom ; 
Some sorrow every heart invades — 

Its early morn, its evening shades : 

Some feeling utter’d, or untold, 

But just as much as each can hold ; 

In equal balances to poise 

Its disappointments and its Joys ; 

Till sin a heavier weight supplied, 

To sink the scale on sorrow’s side. 

But when, instructed from above, 

We truly taste a Saviour’s love, 

Then youth and age, this life’s extremes, 
Draw from the same eternal streams, 
That which life’s spring-tide or decay, 
Can neither give nor take away ; 

By which the soul serenely lives ; 

The Peace which our Peace-maker gives! 
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MAY 17. 


“ The Lord hath heard your murmurings.”—Ev. xvi. 9. 
* Be ye thankful.’’—Col. iii. 15. 


Renovate this drooping heart, 
O thou Giver of all good! 
And with all Thy gifts impart 

Deep, adoring gratitude ! 


Raise me from this dreamy state, 
Mental healthiness restore ; 

O how much myself I hate, 
That I do not love Thee more! 


Soul! beware of discontent, 
Blessings in thy lot abound ; 
Why thy blighted hopes lament ? 
One more precious thou hast found. 


Thine is no peculiar case ; 
Struggle with this evil mood ; 
Grow in knowledge and in grace ; 
All around cries ‘Gop is good!” 


MAY 18. 


“Turn ye not aside: for then should ye go after vain things 
which cannot profit, nor deliver ; for they are vain.’’ 
1 Sam, xii. 21. 


Tue Christian lets this vain world go, 
Though in it, yet not of it; 

What can a godless world bestow 
But things which cannot profit ? 


102 MAY, 


Its smiles he knows are insincere, 
Nor heeds its scornful laughter, 
His hopes no more are anchor’d here, 

But to a bright hereafter! 


MAY 19. 


“In their affliction they will seek me early.”’—/fos. v. 15. 


Our selfish fears to heart may lay 

The warnings slighted many a day, 

When plagues and judgments are gone forth, 
To sweep their thousands from the earth. 
But what a Gop is ours to hear 

The cries extorted but by fear! 

How vile are we, whom all His love 

Could never win, and seldom move ! 

Though prompt to deprecate His rod, 

From love of self, and not of Gop! 


MAY 20. 
“When He, the apirit of truth is come, He will guide you 
into all truth. He shall glorify me.” John xvi. 18, 14. 


O Spirit, holy, gentle, pure ; 

The witness, seal, and earnest sure 

Of life and joy,—transcending thought !— 
Which by redeeming blood were bought, 
To me some sign with power impart, 
And set Thy seal upon my heart ; 

Thy light this outward world transforms, 
The world within illumes and warms ; 
But till that glory we behold, 

The universe 1s dark and cold ; 
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The noblest truths to move us fail, 

“ More tedious than a twice-told tale ;”’ 
The love of Christ is but a name ; 

For hearts so hard, too pure a flame 
To warm, to animate, or melt: 

A lip-profession, never felt! 

Just as the eye deprived of sight 
However beautiful or bright, 

Is to its owner little worth, 

Uncheer’d by aught in heaven or earth ; 
So must our eyes be touch’d by Thee, 
Or nothing heavenly shall we see. 
They see who hear: all else are blind 
Among the myriads of mankind. 

And they who hear Thy gracious voice, 
Shall in recover’d sight rejoice. 

He who the Saviour’s word believed 
Sight at Siloam’s pool received ; 

Thus, if obedient now to Thee, 
Though sightless once, we soon shall see. 


MAY 21. 
“T live by the faith of the Son of God.’’—Gal. ii. 20. 


To live by faith is all we need 

The darkest day to cheer: 

And nothing else can sinners plead, 
Or mercy hear. 


But let us our pretensions prove, 

"Ere we put forth this claim : 

The ‘ faith” alone “that works by Ivve”’ 
Deserves the name. 
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MAY 22. 
“ Little children, keep yourselves from idols.”’—13 Join v. 21. 


Harper is this heart than stone! 
Better it were broken now! 

Beating not for Gop alone, 

But forgetting every vow, 

Once too confidently spoken ; 

Better that itself were broken ! 


O thou guilty thing, my heart! 
This mine indignation moves, 
That thou still art loath to part 
With what conscience disapproves : 
Go, confess thyself most hateful, 
False, unsteady, and ungrateful ! 


Though ’t were better thou shouldst break, 
Than thine idols still retain, 

Go, and thy confession make 
Humbly to thy Gop again! 

And, thy guilt sincerely feeling, 

Gio again to Christ for healing. 


MAY 23. 
‘¢ Whom the Lord loveth He chasteneth.”— Heb. xii. 6. 


WHEN we in flowery paths rejoice, 

We seldom hear the “still, small voice”’ 
Which in affliction whispers peace, 
When more familiar voices cease ; 

But when in painful paths we trod 

We tasted first the love of Gon: 
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And precious were the darkest hours 
Whose clouds refresh’d our souls with showers, 
Whose storms our helpless feelings drove , 
For refuge to redeeming love ! 

There first we found the tokens sweet 

Of promised bliss, in Christ complete : 
Nay, present happiness, more pure 

Than thzs world’s votaries can secure ; 
Containing in itself whate’er 

Can make life’s present aspect fair, 

And tinging with immortal bloom 

The prospect of the life to come ; 

While till His glory we behold, 

Both worlds are sunless, dark and cold! 


neal 


ee MAY 24. 


“Her king is cut off, as the foam upon the waters.” 
Hos. x. 7. 


Lire is liken’d to a bubble 
Which, a little space, revolves ; 
Buoyant on a sea of trouble, 
Till it suddenly dissolves. 


Bursting, we no more its motion, ' 
By the stream engulph'd, can see ; 

Merged into a boundless occan, 
Mingled with eternity. 


Thus the ransom’d soul departing, 
Unperceived by human sight, 

Into new existence starting, 
Floats away on floods of light ! 


There the breath of heaven convey’d it, 
Mpyriads daily swell the tide ; 

Drops more pure immortal made it,— 
Those which bathed the Saviour’s side! 
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Since one particle can never 
Perish, or forgotten be, 

Shall we mourn for a believer 
Launch’d upon that shoreless sea ? 


MAY 25. 


“ Wearisome nights are appointed to me. When I lie down, 
T say, When ehall I arise, and the night be gone? And I am 
full of tussings to and fro unto the dawning of the day.” 
Job vii. 3, 4. 


WueEn long a sleepless couch we’ve press’d, 
Cheer’d by no renovating rest, 

Or more disturb’d by fev’rish dreams, 
IIow long that suffering season seems ! 
How oft we wish that heaven once more 
Our health and vigour would restore! 
But what does worldly life afford, 
Without the blessing of the Lord ? 
What but a feverish dream, at best, 
Untrue, unhealthy, and unblest ? 

May grace that fatal slumber break, 
Ere in a dreamless world we wake! 
Where no strange opiate soothes to sleep 
The consciousness that wakes to weep! 
But when the Christian’s aching head 

Is laid upon a sleepless bed, 

He who His people never leaves, 

Nor willingly His children grieves, 

Who knows our frame, and knows our case, 
Can make disease the means of grace, 
And strengthen, while the body wastes, 
The soul that thus His goodness tastes! 
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MAY 26. 


“For He cometh, for He cometh, to judge the earth.” 
Psa. xcvi. 13. 
Wuat solemn, undefined, expectant feeling, 
Seems o’er the world’s wide surface strangely 
stealing ? 
Is heaven its purposes to man revealing, 
And the near judgments which his conscience 
feareth, 
That he may flee for refuge and for healing, 
Before the judge of quick and dead appeareth ? 


Yet is the plague begun—men’s hearts are failing, 
And strong delusions are their faith assailing ; 
Throughout the world is heard the voice of wailing, 
And few their fears can smother or dissemble ; 
E’en saints, their Saviour’s second advent hailing, 
Watch with emotion, and rejoicing, tremble! 


Saviour! for whom a burden’d world is mourning, 
Are these the signs indeed of thy returning ? 
Ah! give the wisdom which, those signs discerning, 
May strengthen human weakness then to meet 
thee ; 
Girded with truth, our lamps well-trimm’d and 
burning, 
May hallelujahs and hosannas greet Thee! 


For who, unless the Judge Himself defend us, 
And holy strength, still unexperienced, lend us, 
Who shall survive that closing scene stupendous ? 
Now, now, on thy great name, Lord, hear us 
calling, 
Ere sounds the final trumpet’s blast tremendous, 
The heavens, and guilty earth, and hell appall- 
ing! 
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MAY 27. 
“The heart knoweth his own bitterness, and a stranger doth 
not intermeddle with his joy.” Prov. xiv. 10. 


Wuart words of compassionate meaning are those, 

And how true, that the heart its own bitterness 
knows,— 

Peculiar, perhaps, and distinctly its own ; 

Understood by ourselves and our Maker alone! 

We may, and we must be afflicted for sin, 

And the world has no war like the warfare within, 

But not with less truth can the Christian declare, 

That the world has no joys which with jis can 
compare. 

As buoyant his spirits, as cheerful his smile, 

As e’er was the worldling’s, but freer from guile : 

Many think him too grave, and too solemn by 
half, 

And asks if he thinks it is sinful to laugh? 

O no! he can laugh, and whoever may doubt it, 

Only proves that as yet he knows nothing about it ; 

No knowledge have they of religion who throw 

Around her the mantle of mourning and woe: 

She looks down, and the tears of compassion may 
burst ; 

But again looking upward, her tears are dispersed ! 


MAY 28. 


“If any man have not the Spirit of Christ, he is none of his.” 
Rom. viii. 9. 
Too little heeded, Heavenly Dove, 
Come back, and never leave me more! 
With balmy breathings from above, 
My feeble, fainting soul restore ! 
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Fan with thy wings this dying flame, 
If ever from thyself it came! 


A craving for thy pleasures pure, 
A thirst for living streams excite ; 
My thoughts “to brighter worlds allure,” 
Whose Gop Iimself shall be their light. 
And make their sin/essness to be, 
More than their d/iss, desired by me! 


With sin shall death itself be slain, 
With sin shall every sorrow cease, 
Nor sickness, sighing, plague, or pain, 

Shall taint that atmosphere of peace. 
Thy willing task is to prepare 
The soul for its admission there. 


We cannot form an image faint 

Of blessings that will then begin, 
Nor can the purest fancy paint 

A state for ever free from sin! 
But thither thou the souls wilt guide 
For whom the sinless Saviour died ! 


MAY 29. 
“If any man will come after me, Ict bim deny himself, and 
take up his cross daily, and follow me.” Luke ix, 23. 


THOUGH evcry sacrifice we make, 
Repays us what it cost, 

And nothing done for Jesus’ sake 
Was ever labour lost ; 


His love forgotten, and the weight 
Which he sustain’d, unknown, 

At what a disproportion’d rate 
We estimate our own ! 
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Our feelings vary like our dreams, 
And can they be sincere, 

If but some small privation seems 
A sacrifice severe ? 


O would not selfishness be cured 
By meditating more 

On all His generous love endured, 
And all He meekly bore? 


Since long regrets, and late remorse, 
And views confused and dim, 

Are streams from one embitter’d source, — 
Forgetfulness of 2Zim ! 


MAY 30. 


“QO that 1 had wings like a dove! for then would I fly away 
and be at rest.” Psa. lv. 6. 


We long to fly away—but where? 
What pinions of a bird would bear 
To resting-place in upper air, 
Or in this world unblest, 
The burden none can know or share? 
But cast thy burden and thy care 
On Gop, “and be at rest!” 


Yet since a rest before us lies, 
A land unseen by mortal eyes, 
Surpassing Adam’s paradise, 
So beautiful and blest, 
No marvel that the spirit sighs 
Mid sorrows, snarcs, and broken ties, 
For its eternal rest! 
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MAY 31. 


“J will arise and goto my father. But when he was yet a 
great way off, his father saw him, and had compassion, and rau 
and fell on his neck, and Fissed him.” Luke xv. 18, 20. 


Tuey who have tried the world awhile 
May learn a father’s love to prize; 
All other kindness may beguile ; 

A father’s seldom fails or dies ! 


Yes, yes, affection’s worth they learn 

As through a friendless world they roam ; 
And often, in remembrance, turn 

To their indulgent father’s home ! 


“Our Father!’? much more kind, above ! 
Whom e’en our sins can ne’er estrange, 
How much more precious is Thy love, 
Without the shadow of a change! 


Then let each prodigal arise, 

On whom that love hath ever smiled, 
For Thou wilt dry the weeping eyes,‘ 
And welcome with a kiss thy child ! 


JUNE 1. 


“And David longed, and said, O that one would give me 
drink of the water of the well of Bethlehem, which is by the 
gate.” 2 Sam. xxiii. 15. 


“More,” perhaps, “than meets the ear,”’ 
Or the sacred scribe records, 

Moved the Psalmist and the Seer, 
When he breathed those wishful words. 
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Let us on their meaning think, 
May our feelings echo them ! 
‘**O that one would give me drink 

From the well of Bethlehem!” 


Driven to caves and woods to dwell, 
Could no streams his thirst abate 
But the waters of the well, 
By his native city’s gate? 
Sparkling fountains might be there, 
Every drop a diamond-gem ; 
But no waters could compare 
With the well of Bethlehem ! 


Though for feelings, words are scant, 
We may make his thoughts our own, 
If for living streams we pant, 
Flowing from th’ eternal throne. 
Well he knew what there befell, 
Who should come from Jesse’s stem ; 
Fount of life, Salvation’s well, 
Springing up at Bethlehem! 


As the hart for water-brooks, 
Was his soul athirst for Gop ; 
Leaning with such longing looks 
On his Shepherd’s staff and rod ! 
His he knew the heirship sure 
Of Creation’s diadem ; 
Life from Him, the waters pure 
Springing up at Bethlehem ! 


All of us, perchance, have hew’d 
Broken cisterns for our thirst, 
And, though wearied, have renew'd 
Efforts fruitless from the first : 
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© may grace such dreams dispel ! 
Turn we now, at last, from them, 

To that full, o’erflowing well, 
Springing up at Bethlehem ! 


JUNE 2. 
“ Let thy mercy, O Lord, be upon us, according as we hope in 
Thee.” Pea. xxxili. 22. 

For ever on our sins to think 
Would drive us to the dreadful brink 
Of desperation—there to sink— 

Nor any hope afford ; 
Yet must the Spirit’s light reveal 
Our loathsome wounds, those wounds to heal, 
Our vileness, too, ‘ere we can feel 

‘The beauty of the Lord.”’ 


The safest state which we can bear 

Is neither rapture nor despair, 

But peace, which lives on faith and prayer, 
(Not Antinomian sloth ;) 

With love, which only One could win, 

And light, the Spirit's light, within 

At once revealing self and sin, 
And Him who saves from both! 


JUNE 3. 


“ Jesus said, Suffer little children to come unto me. And He 
took them up in his arms, laid His hands upon them, and blessed 
them.” Mark x. 14, 16. 

To see the work of grace commence, 
And watch its growth among 
The former slaves of sin and sense, 
Deserves an angel’s song. 
Yet 1s the pleasure more intense 
To lead to Christ the young. 
H 
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Oh happy babes! to Jesus dear, 
Who rest in His embrace, 

His loving voice in childhood hear, 
And gaze into His face ! 

In after-life how many a tear 
Shall ye be spared, through grace ! 


JUNE 4. 
“For ag often as ye eat this bread, and drink this cup, ye do 
show the Lord’s death till He come.” 1 Cor. xi. 26 


Tue tempter’s efforts never cease, 
(And oh! how strong they are !) 

Qur faith’s simplicity and peace 
To mystify and mar. 


How cunningly has he devised 
His sophistries to sow, 

Among the privileges prized 
By Christians here below! 


E’en with the Supper of the Lord 
Tlis leaven he will mix, 

Unless the Saviour and His word 
Our thoughts absorb and fix ! 


Then cherish thou such thoughts, at least ; 
Oh when wilt thou begin 

To rise from such a heavenly feast 
With more of heaven within ? 
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JUNE 5. 
“ Though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, 
I will fear no evil, for Thou art with me.” Paa. xxili. 4. 


O how shall I feel, when the cold hand of death 

Is laid on my heart, and my fast-failing breath 
Can scarcely articulate utterance give 

To its parting petition, so solemn and low,— 

That my soul, through the Saviour accepted, may go 
To the Father of’ spirits, and live ? 


How new the sensation no heart can conceive, 
When the soul shall its frail earthly tenement leave, 
(To its best, but long-forfeited, birthright re- 
stored ;) 
We know that temptations its faith may assail, 
With horrors o'erhanging the shadowy vale, 
For so was it once with the Lord ! 


If even the righteous are kept in that hour 
By an arm interposed, and invisible power, 

In the last and most terrible struggle of faith ; 
If our hold be not firm and our feet on the Rock, 
Ifow dark must the plunge be, how dreadful the 

shock, 

Adrift on the current of death ! 


But happy for ever, and boundlessly blest, 
If gently, confidingly, sinking to rest, 

The Saviour his arm to sustain us shall give ! 
Be this all my aim and my hope here below, 
That my soul, through Lis righteousness par- 

don’d, may go 
To the Father of spirits, and live ! 
H 2 
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JUNE 6. 
“Ye shall be clean; from all your filthiness, and from all 
your idols, will I cleanse you.” Ezek. xxxvi. 25. 


At times the memory of a friend, 
Once dearer to me than my soul, 

Strangely and fearfully will blend 
With grief I scarcely can control. 


And thus the sin that doth beset 
My nature most, I see with shame ; 
Love of the creature—which is yet 
Idolatry’s most specious name. 


O Saviour, I confess my guilt, 
The leprosy by man unseen ; 

But Thou canst cleanse me if Thou wilt ; 
Say, ‘I am willing ; de thou clean!” 


JUNE 7. 


* Remember thy Creator in the days of thy youth.” 
Eccles, xii. 1. 


BrenuaTH the sunbeam, yonder rose 

In gay and queen-like beauty glows, 

But sweeter far to me appears 

At early morn in dewy tears. 

Thus shildhooas face, if always bright 
With smiles, and radiant with delight, 
Though beautiful, may charm us less 
Than (sometimes) childish thoughtfulness. 


Sweet is the laugh, the smiles are fair 
That tell of bosoms free froin care ; 
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Of guileless joy, and artless mirth, 
Whose season is so brief on earth ; 
But doubly beautiful in youth, 
Feeling, and piety, and truth! 


JUNE 8. 


“ The God of all grace stablish, strengthen, settle you.” 
1 Pet. v. 10. 


Ive seen the fireflies’ flitting light 
Illume an Indian grove by night ; 

And suddenly the midnight gloom 
Would vanish from the sleeper’s room ; 
Who wakes, so strong the glare and glow 
Those little magic lanterns throw ; 

But, soon extinct, the beauteous flame 
Would flit as quickly as it came ! 

Such are the gleams that come unsought, 
The sudden, flashing trains of thought, 
*Ere yet the sun, with steadier ray, 

Has chased the spirit’s night away : 
Those glittering fireflies of the mind 
That leave a deeper gloom behind ; 
Those corruscations of the brain 

That leave us to our night again! 

For if those native fires alone 

Be all the light we yet have have known, 
How instantaneously bereft 

Again benighted we are left! 

Yet should they but a wish inspire 

For longer light, and holier fire, 

Already is the dawn begun, 

Precursor of a rising Sun ! 
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JUNE 9. 


“ Lift up your eyes to the heavens, and look upon the earth 
bencath.” Isa. i. 6 
Blue is the badge of Truth and Love: 
And look! how blue the heavens above ! 
Green is of Hope the hue serene, 
And Gop hath clothed our earth with green. 
Sweet emblems! Hope to earth is given, 
Confirmed by Truth and Love in heaven! 


JUNE 10. 
“ The Lord is my shepherd.*-—Psa. xxiii. 1. 


Twat little word ‘“ my” in the warfare of life 

Is a marvellous helper of envy and strife ; 

And oft that diminutive source has supplied 

The streams of contention, and passion, and pride. 

But honour’d, and holy, and happy are they 

Who, like the sweet Psalmist, sincerely can say 

“The Lord is my Shepherd “though many His 
sheep, 

Even me, I believe and am sure He will keep: 

I trust to Tis guidance and wisdom divine ; 

1 know this adorable Shepherd is mine / 


JUNE 11. 
“ Ye are all the children of God by faith in Christ Jesus.” 
Gal, iii. 2t.. 

To be a child of Gop! O what a name! 
None such the children of this world can claim. 
Compared with this, how dess than “ nothing 

worth ”’ 
Are noble ancestry or regal birth! 
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Though in this world of castes and classes, few 
The tribute scorn to such distinctions due ; 
While oft this higher name with scorn is heard, 
Upon no class exclusively confer’d ; 

For not on forms or bright externals rest 

The eyes of Gop, which emaiten the breast : 
And often those whom all beside disclaim, 

May He baptize by this immortal name, 

O Gop! confer this noblest name on me / 

All else forsake me, but I trust in Thee! 

I know when destitute of all beside, 

Thy peace flows in—a full, refreshing tide ! 
And when our idols and our hopes are flown 
We feel that Thou art faithful, ‘Thou alone ! 
Brought very low, O Lord, behold me now, 

For Thee I wait; my strength, my all be Thou! 
From Thee, not from thy creatures, now I crave 
The peace which oft they marr’d, but never gave. 


JUNE 12. 


“The first man is of the earth, carthy. The second man is 
the Lord from heaven ” 1 Cor. x¥. 47. 


‘Divine Philanthropist!” a saint exclaim'd, 
In contemplation of his Saviour rapt ; 
A saint whose eloquence not falsely famed, 


Could well his language to his thoughts adapt, 


Divine Philanthropist! who freely came 
To save the lost, can we such grace resist ? 
Who would not, with the sainted Waire,* ex- 
claim, 
“* All praise be thine,” Divine Philanthropist ! 


* The late Rev. Hugh White: 
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Well, now, he knows (for pain with Atm is past) 
That never was philanthropy like Thine ; 

May we, with Aim, its full results at last 
Share, where Thou art, Philanthropist Divine ! 


JUNE 13. 


“ There is but a step between me and death.”—1 Sam. xx. 8. 
“ Awake, thou that sleepest ! "—Hphes. v. 14. 


UNCONSCIOUSLY, on ruin’s brink 
The sleeping visionary lies : 
Many have sunk, and daily sink, 
Into this pit, no more to rise! 
Alas! we rather dream than think, 
We rather paint than realize 
The prospects of the world unseen, 
Though but a step may lie between 
Death and the soul that never dies ! 
Our dreams are with such dangers fraught, 
Till Christ leads captive every thought ; 
But, sleeper, why prolong thy night ? 
Awake! and Christ shall give thee light ! 


JUNE 14. 
“The fear of man bringeth a snare.”— Prov. xxix. 25. 


Ort will a fellow-creature’s frown 
Freeze on our lips the warning word, 
And make us timidly lay down, 
When half-unsheathed, the Spirit’s sword ! 


Or, if from moral fear exempt, 

Our pride subserves the Tempter’s guile ; 
Hurt by a fellow-worm’s contempt, 

Or stung by some sarcastic smile ! 
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But are we thus unfaithful ail, 

When for our Master we should speak ? 
Perhaps into these snares we fall 

To prove our vaunted courage weak ! 


If ever, O my Saviour! when 
Will nobler motives make me free, 
And to the smiles or frowns of men 


\ Oppose the faith that honours Thee ? 


a 
” JUNE 15. 


* 
he eavens declare the glory of God; and the firmament 
showeth handy-work.” Pea, xix. 1. 
I Love to steal an hour from sleep, 
When stars, with me, their vigils keep ; 
Or mellow moon, intensely clear, 
Lights up a slumbering hemisphere ; 
To gaze abroad with deep delight 
Upon a Syrian summer’s night. 
So fair is Nature’s calm expanse, 
Like a young, dreaming heart’s romance, 
To which, in prospect, life appears 
Unchill’d by storms, undimm’d by tears ! 
Heaven seems an upper ocean, calm ; 
And earth a garden, breathing balm. 
Yet have I known beneath those skies 
The sudden, sweeping whirlwind rise : 
Astonish’d Nature heard the sound, 
And wrapt her darkest mantle round ! 
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When thus some holier, happier hour 
Sheds from its wings a soothing power, 
With no unpleasing sadness fill’d, 
Sorrow subdued, and murmurs still’d, 
The soul, escaping from the strife 

And daily drudgery of life 
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Feels to its aspirations given 

More of the light and air of heaven. 

Alas! that ever storm or cloud 

That air should chill, that heaven should shroud! 


JUNE 16. 


‘‘Love {s strong as death. If a man would give all the sub- 
stance of his house for love, it would utterly be contemned.” 
Cant. vili. 6, 7. 


THE worth of love was never told, 
Nor ever was it bought or sold ; 
But in this world of woe and sin 
That treasure few can give or win ; 
A visitant of heavenly birth, 

That seldom finds a hone on earth : 


For not, as many, would we claim 

For common ties that hallow’d name, 
But for that strong and ‘threefold cord’’ 
Where Jesus is Himself the third : 

A tie no selfishness can break, 

And death can but immortal make! 


JUNE 17. 
“ Peace I leave with you, my peace I give unto you: not as 
the world giveth, give I unto you.” John xiv. 27. 


TueEy who seek that promised rest 
Which will never cease, 

Can thy worth appreciate best, 
Peace, unearthly Peace ! 

Which the world could ne’er impart, 

Breathed by Christ upon the heart ! 
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They whom every wind but bears 
On a sea of strife ; 
They who know the storms and cares 
Of this troublous life, 
Oh, they learn thy value soon— 
Peace,—a Saviour’s parting boon! 


They who seek their rest below, 
Have a weary task ; 

Nought which earth can now bestow 
Do I, dare I ask: 

Only may that gift divine, 

Peace, the peace of Gon, be mine! 


JUNE 18. 
“ Remember the Sabbath day, to keep it holy."-——Hz, xx. 8. 


THE careless season long has pass’d 
When wantonly my folly cast 

Each precious privilege away 

Of this divinely hallow'd day ; 

To desecrate, or waste, at best, 

That ancient type of promised rest. 
But does it always at its close, 

In perfect peace and pure repose 
Leave me, e’en now, my God to bless 
With overflowing thankfulness ? 
Does love, howe’er sincere, e’en now 
Keep blamelessly its earliest vow, 
And consecrate to Christ alone 

The sacred day He calls His own ? 
Does no formality alloy, 

No earthly thought, its holy joy? 
Were none, (when by temptation cross’d) 
Of all its precious moments, lost ? 
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Could conscience, still, with happy ease, 
Reply to questions such as these ! 

O conscience, if the judge thou wert, 
We never could thy doom avert ; 

Bnt what I knew not once, I know— 
For peace and pardon where to go! 


JUNE 19. 


“ They that murmured shall learn doctrine.”"—Jsa. xxix. 24. 
“ Jesus said unto them, murmur not among yourselves.” 
Jokn vi. 43. 


My Saviour! I have sinn’d to-day 
By murmurs and distrust ; 
And should’st thou turn my prayer away, 
My punishment were just. 
None can revoke the moments spent, 
But, gracious Saviour, I repent! 


Dark thoughts of life, hard thoughts of Thee, 
With disappointment came ; 

O Gop! whate’er thy sentence be, 
No pity can I claim ! 

Yet I beheve Thou wilt relent, 

For, gracious Saviour, I repent ! 


Revive my faith, though for awhile 
So wickedly withheld, 

And with my peace restore Thy smile, 
Which my distrust dispell’d ; 

Forgive my guilty discontent, 

For, gracious Saviour, I repent ! 
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JUNE 20. 
“But unto you that fear my name shall the Sun of Right- 
eousness arise with healing in his wings.” Mal, iv. 2. 


One image in the sacred word 

Much more than meets the ear implies ; 
’Tis that which likens Christ the Lord 

To yonder sun which “ walks the skies :”’ 
Light of the world! whose warmth, ONCE FELT, 
The hardest, coldest heart can melt! 


While like the planet of the night 

Is all religion without Hin. 
If fair, ’tis but reflected light, 

If calm, inconstant, cold, and dim ; 
Such the “ world’s rudiments ”’ of old, 
And faith itself, if love be cold ! 


JUNE 21, 
“ Be not high-minded, but fear.”— Jom. ii. 20. 


‘‘T’ve nothing to fear,” we frequently hear 
From professors whose faith is more loud than 
sincere ! 
Who build on a sandy foundation ; 
‘‘ My mountain is strong, and I cannot go wrong, 
Such terrors to minds unenlighten’d belong, 
Who know not the way of salvation !”’ 


*Tis certain, indeed, and for ever decreed, 
That sinners from judgment and bondage are 
freed, 
Who through Jesus seek justification ; 
For Scripture affirms that such are the terms 
(Should our hopes be as yet but diminutive gerins) 
Of pardon, and final salvation. 
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But always while here there is something to fear, 
If conscience be tender, and love be sincere, 
Exposed as we are to temptation ; 
Our Shepherd will keep the least of His sheep, 
But bids us beware lest he find us asleep 
When He comes for his people’s salvation ! 


JUNE 22. 


“ Jesus saith unto her, Woman, why weepest thou? Whoin 
seekest thou?” John &X. 15. 


“ Woman, why weepest thou? ” ’Twas thus 
The Lord His handmaid’s faith would try : 
Were the same question put to us, 
What would our startled souls reply ? 


For who amongst us never weeps ? 
Too well in this we all accord ! 

Though many a heart its secret keeps, 
And few are weeping for the Lord. 


Why weeps the babe? no plague of sin 
Hath in that downy breast begun ; 

O yes! the poison lurks within, 
nfecting all beneath the sun. 


Why weeps the world? the same sad cause, 
But more matured, each conscience wrings ; 
Denounced by violated laws, 
The bitter source whence sorrow springs ! 


But while, displeasing worldly ears, 
That question leaves the sinner dumb, 
To penitents, “‘ who sow in tears,” 
ould that inquiry sweetly come ! 
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See there the stricken spirit bow 
Before the cross,—by mercy driven ; 

What sounds are those? ‘‘ Why weepest thou ?”’ 
“Weep not!” “ Thy sins are all forgiven!” 


JUNE 23. 
“Tt is impossible but that offences will come, but woe unto 
him through whom they come !” Luke xvii 1. 


If every complicated care 
Which human weakness least can can bear 
Should weigh me down ; 
If every face I loved should wear 
For me a frown: 


If sickness all my frame should seize, 
And bodily repose and ease 

Be quite denied ; 
Or pining destitution freeze 

Life’s genial tide : 


These heavy woes, united all, 

Weigh’d with remorse, were light and small ! 
More wretched they 

Who cause one simple soul to fall, 
Or go astray ! 


JUNE 24. 
‘Remember the words of the Lord Jesus, how He said, It is 
more blessed to give than to receive.” Acts Xx. 85 


To give is to the giver joy ; 
But feelings unexplain’d 

In the receiver may alloy 
The blessings thus obtain’d. 
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The sun, which light and gladness gives, 
** Rejoices”’ all the while ; 

The moon, which light from Aim receives, 
Has sadness in her smile! 


JUNE 25. 


“A man that flattereth his neighbour, spreadeth a net for his 
feet.” Prov, xxix. 5. 


The praises artfully applied 

To feed a fellow-sinner’s pride ; 

Each studied look, each varnish'd word, 
Is by the God of truth abhorr’d! 

O were this but remember’d well 
’Ere from the lips the poison fell, 
And ’ere the gesture and the eyes 
Told tacitly their flattering lies, 

The cheat and dupe alike would loath 
A snare so fatal to them both. 

One would his specious skill deplore, 
The other would be snared no more! 


JUNE 26. 
“ Thy way is in the sea, and thy path in the great waters, and 
thy footsteps are not known.” Pea. xxvii. 19. 


Lone may the practised mariner 
His trackless course pursue, 

Nor fear in pathless wastes to err, 
*Mid perils not a few. 

The boundless sky, the boundless main, 
May long fatigue his view, 

But still he trusts the port to gain; 
He knows his chart is true. 
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And Faith can to the Christian’s eyes 
A clearer course define ; 

He knows the land before him lies, 
He sees its beacons shine! 

No terrors can appal his heart, 
Though many may combine, 

He trusts implicitly his chart, 
Whose Author is divine! 


JUNE 27. 
“ Wrath is cruel, and anger is outrageous; but who is able to 
stand before jealousy?” (See margin.) Prov. xxvii, 4. 


Tnovues jealousy be just that root 

Of rapid growth and bitter fruit, 
Which (‘ere such efforts prove too late) 
Completely to eradicate 

A wise man deeply delves, — 

One sort is found from evil free ; 

For never need we fear to be 

Too jealous of ourselves ! 


JUNE 28. 


“JT will give peace: and ye shall lic down, 4nd none shall 
make you afraid,” Lev. xxvi. 6, 


ANOTHER fleeting day has wing’d its viewless way 
To join the many fled for ever o’er my head ; 
The sun again will rise, and paint those eastern 
skies, 
But its returning light may ne’er unseal my sight ; 
No sun may rise for me, no morrow may I see. 
I 
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Where, when it shines upon this world shall I 
be gone ? 

Faint heart! what matter where ? since Jesus will 
be there, — 

Whose glory and whose grace make heaven of 
every place. 

Down, then, securely lie, to slumber, or to die! 


JUNE 29. 
“ This is the way; walk ye in it.”—Jsea. xxx. 21. 


Ir any other way we saw 
Than that by Gop ordain’d, 
And if by stepping o’er a straw 
The gates of heaven were gain’d, 
The Christian pilgrim, staunch and true, 
Would still the good old paths pursue. 


More pleased to suffer for a while, 

By no dark doubts enslaved, 
Than, sever’d from a Saviour’s smile, 
Without Him to be saved! 
Which zone can be, he thanks his Gop — 
And treads the path Apostles trod! 


JUNE 30. 


“Ye have not, because ye ask not. Ye ask and have not, 
because ye ask amigas.” Janies iv. 2, 3. 


Pause, restless worldlmg, pause this truth to 
hear! 
You never ask, and therefore ne’er obtain, 
Or ask amiss, and thus your prayers are vain: 
And all who of defeated hopes complain 
May find the secret of their failure here! 
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JULY 1. 


“Now Bethany was nigh unto Jerusalem; about fifteen fur- 
longs off.” John xi. 18. 


Tue village of Bethany, still picturesque, 
Affords a rough ramble or ride ; 

But all that is sacred its legends burlesque, 
Or the Turk tramples down in his pride. 


If the story of Israel’s guilt and its doom 
Were all which around we could read, 
Neglecting the promise that brightens the gloom, 
hese scenes would be mournful indeed ! 


The Christian, o’erwhelm’d by such sights, would 
despond 
For his dear elder Brother distress’d ; 
But the “sure word of prophecy” points him 
beyond, 
To glory and ultimate rest. 


And brighter these days than when first I beheld 
Jerusalem—desolate then— 
She seem’d, like her Lord, against whom shie 
rebell’d, 
** Despised and rejected of men!” 


We welcome the dawn of a yet brighter day ; 
For Truth is distilling like dew, 

And Christian affection is winning its way, 
Here and there, to the heart of the Jew. 


Astonish’d, a few have already perceived 
That much which they justly condemn, 
And identical once, with the Gospel believed, 
Is as hateful to us as to them! 

12 
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Woe, woe to those systems (denounce me who will) 
Which degrade Christianity’s name ; 

To Gonv’s ancient people a stumbling-block still, 
To the pious a sorrow and shame ! 


Alas, that the name of devotion should lend © 
Its sanction these scenes to profane, 

Where hostile religionists madly contend, 
And Moslems look on with disdain ! 


JULY 2. 


“I love the Lord, because He hath heard my voice and my 
supplications. Because He hath inclined His ear unto me, 
therefore will I call upon Him as long as I live." Pea, cxvi. 1. 


Yes, nothing strengthens faith and love 
Like answers to our prayers ; 

On such an Advocate above 
Tis sweet to cast our cares. 


But if we loved Him not before, 
Our love will scarce be true ; 
Such feelings soon will be no more 

For one we never knew! 


To “ glorify Him in the fires,” 
To ‘trust Him though [le slay ;” 
This is the love which he requires, 
And will at last repay ! 
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JULY 3. 


* But Hezekiah rendered not again according to the benefits 
done unto him; for his heart was lified up. Therefore, there 
was wrath upon him, and upon Judah and Jerusalem ” 

2 Chron, xxxii. 25. 


A THANKLESS character is view'd 
With scorn by every eye ; 

We justly deem ingratitude 
A crime of deepest dye. 


Not blameless, once, in this respect, 
E’en Hezekiah proved, 

Though ranking high ’mid Gon’s elect, 
And well the Lord he loved. 


And few there are who ne’er forget 
Their mercies day by day ; 

The great inestimable debt 
Which we can never pay. 


A thankless friend, exposed and known, 
Excites deserved contempt ; 
Ingratitude to Gop alone 
From censure seems exempt ! 


JULY 4. 


“In the morning will I direct my prayer unto Thee, and will 
look up.” Psa.v.3. 


“ Tue eyelids of the morn” unclosing 
Light up all Nature with a smile ; 

* Tis night when wearied man, reposing, 
Forgets his Maker for a while: 
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’Tis night and dreary darkness then, 
For Gop forgotten is by men! 

Who deigns their helpless hours to keep, 
And “giveth His beloved sleep !” 


But let us with the dawning waken, 

With every living thing, to bless 
The Gop who never hath forsaken 

His creatures in their helplessness : 
Returning consciousness should raise 

To Him our earliest thoughts and praise, 
Whose ministering angels keep 

Our helpless hours, our passive sleep ! 


And are there any, thoughtless, careless, 
Though quiet sleep is from above, 

Who wake refresh’d, yet thankless, prayerless, 
Nor own nor feel that “Gop is love pp 

Whose hearts and tongues no praises give 
To Him in whom we move and live: 

Nor ask that He who watch’d their sleep 
Would all their waking moments keep ? 


JULY 5. 


“If we receive the witness of men, the witness of God ia 
greater.” 1 John v. 9. 


Man’s word unwillingly we doubt ; 
(But when “ his sin has found him out ” 
Contempt may dig Affection’s grave !) 
And do we, dare we doubt the word, 
The oath, the promise of the Lord, 
Who deigns our confidence to crave? 
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How fondly, foolishly, we cling 

To every frail and slippery thin 
Which only can insure our fall ! 

While on that prop His pity lends 

That staff which neither breaks nor bends, 
We lightly lean, or not at all! 


JULY 6. 


“ Henceforth there is laid up for me a crown of righteousness, 
which the Lord, the righteous Judge, shall give me at that day 
and not to me only, but unto all them also that love His appear- 
ing.” 2 Tim. iv. 8. 


COMPLETELY panoplied in faith, 

The dying saint could welcome death ; 
His course was done, his crown achieved, 
He knew in whom he had believed ! 


Nor Paul’s the privilege alone, 
Embarking for a land unknown, 
To triumph in his closed career, 
And glory in a prize so near. 


For every Christian, staunch and true, 
May use his fearless language too ; 
Though humbly circumstanced and named, 
Nor like the great Apostle famed. 


His peace is made, his crown is won, 
Through faith in Gov’s eternal Son ! 
His hopes can never be deceived, 

He knows in whom he has believed ! 
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JULY 7. 


“With whom (God) there is no variableness, nor shadew of 
turning.” Jas. i. 17. 
THOUGH grace can Nature's struggles quell, 
Arresting e’en the most unwary, 
They do not know their natures well 
Who boast of frames that never vary. 


We've seen the brightest skies grow dark, 
The calmest seas in wild commotion ; 

Nor less may in ourselves remark 
The change that comes o’er sky and ocean. 


Gop cannot change—but condescends 
To write this law on all Ilis creatures ; 
Qur prospects change, our feelings, fends, 
And, thanks to Zim, our evil natures ! 


The hope this happiest change imparts, 
Though “ready to produce its reasons,” 
Not always may msure our hearts 
(Still tempted) from their heavy seasons ! 


JULY 8. 
“The things which are seen are temporal, but the things 
which are not seen are eternal.” 2 Cor. iv. 18. 
COMPLAINT. 


No rest for pilgrims here, 
No light unmix’d with gloom, 
No smile but through a tear 
May rainbow tints assume ; 
O how should this endear 
The rest beyond the tomb! 
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ANSWER. 


No shade of sorrow here 
But Hope may well illume, 
No pang but Faith may cheer, 
Whate’er our earthly doom ; 
Whose vision bright and clear 
Can pierce beyond the tomb! 


COMPLAINT. 


No deathless union here, 

No scenes that always bloom, 
No friends, however dear, 

But may estranged become ; 
Or if till death sincere, 

May leave us for the tomb ! 


ANSWER. 


But look Seyond, for there 
Revived affections bloom ; 
No cankerworm of care 
Those roses can consume ; 
And every scene is fair 
Beyond the Christian’s tomb ! 


JULY 9. 


‘Remember that thou magnify Hia work which men behold ; 
every man may sec it; men may behold it afar off.” 
Job xxxvi, 24, 25. 

To look with careless eye abroad 

Upon the varied works of Gon ; 

Unmoved to see the mighty deep 

In fury swell—in stillness sleep ; 

To see the countless worlds above 

In bright and beauteous order move ; 
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Fulfilling better far than man 

Their Author’s vast and perfect plan ; 
To look on wood, and vale, and hill, 
Though faded, clothed with beauty still ; 
Earth’s hidden treasures to explore, 

But not their Maker to adore ; 

Nor thoughtfully in every place 

His wise benevolence to trace— 

In busy life that teems in air, 

And earth, and sea, and everywhere ; 

In myriads of minuter things 

That crawl, or mount on viewless wings ; 
In plant, and flower, and tiny blade, 

Or tree that yields majestic shade ; 

Or, turning on ourselves to look, 

That leaf most stain’d in Nature’s book ; 
On bodies wonderfully wrought, 

And still more wondrous world of thought ; 
To see, as all who will may see, 

Though mar’d, the work of Deity ; 

Nor muse in soft and solemn mood 

On Him who made them “ very good ;”,— 
One who can thus His works behold 
Was cast in Nature’s coarsest mould, 
Which nothing great or good conceals, 
Nor sympathy inspires or feels. 

With such the warm and feeling heart 
Desires no fellowship or part. 


O thou whose mind, enlighten’d more, 
Can Gop in all His works adore, 
Throw not on such a one away 

The feelings he could ne’er repay ; 

No confidence to such extend, 

And call not one so cold thy friend! 
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JULY 10. 


‘ And ali things whatsoever ye shall ask in prayer, sabe 
ye shall receive.” Afatt. xxxi. 22. 
How cold a contrast to these words 
The phrase of “ saying prayers”? affords ! 
Which yet the best account conveys 
Of acts as formal as the phrase! 


Most favour’d of mankind are they 
Who always from the heart can pray ; 
Nor e’er in cold or listless mood 
Address the Giver of all good, 

But equally in gn rief or joy 

Can thus their highest coughs employ ; 
Nor would, for aught on earth, forego 

A privilege whose worth they know. 


Theirs is a sweet resource ’mid all 

The cares that to their lot may fall ; 

A faithful Advocate is theirs, 

Who never wearies of their prayers ; 

Ww ho, knowing well their woes and wants, 
Inspires the very prayers He grants ; 
And says to all who pray indeed, 

“Come back in every time of need !”’ 


JULY 11. 
“ Then shall ye call upon me, and ye shall oye and pray unto 
me, and ] will hearken unto you.” xxix. 12. 


WHENE’ER to Gop our hearts we lift 
We realize His love, 

And that each good and perfect gift 
Comes only from above. 
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But not till we can cast our care 
On Him and on His word, 

Know we the peace that follows prayer, 
Nor that our prayers are heard. 


When to the mercy-seat we flee 
Our burden there to lay, 

Our prefatory prayer should be, 
‘* Lord, teach us how to pray !” 


JULY 12. 
“The night is far spent ; the day is at hand.’’-—Rom. xiii. 12. 


‘‘A MOMENT wasted is a jewel lost ; 
A treasure sunk in an unfathom’d sea ; 

Never regain’d—a murder’d friend, whose ghost 
Shall grieve and haunt us through eternity ! 

How, then, will moments in importance grow, 
And swell the vast amount of final woe ! 


JULY 13. 


“ And the city had no need of the sun, neither of the moon 
to shine in it; for the glory of God did lighten it, and the Lamb 
is the light thereof.’”’ Rev. xxi. 23. 


How richly once, in Malta’s Bay, 

The moonbeams stream’d upon our way! 

The night but seem’d a softer day 
Of more enchanting light ; 

But soon one lonely load was seen 

In haste to veil that orb serene, 

(Thus disappointment comes between 
Our hearts and visions bright !) 
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Thus, too, the power we may have felt 

Of Revelation’s beams to melt 

The heart where once they fell and dwelt ; 
How new was our delight! 

But, Christian, did those raptures last ? 

Oh, surely thou thy trials hast ! 

Is all the present and the past 
One flood of cloudless light ? 


Nay, nay, not so! I know it well; 
Another tale thy soul could tell, 

Of doubts and fears that darkly fell, 
And cross’d and veil’d its light! 
But neither sun nor moon the dome 

Irradiates of thy happier hoine, 
The blest and holy world to come, 
Whose Gop shall be its light ! 


JULY 14. 
‘Mine acquaintance are verily estranged from me. They 
whom I loved are turned against me.”’ Jub xix. 13. 19 


We once were friends! and thou hast been 
To me, though absent, dear : 

I changed not with life’s changing scene, 

Though half earth’s surface lay between ; 
But thou art changed, I fear. 


We once were friends! but well I know 
All here is changing still ; 

Our inclinations freely flow, 

And will not at our bidding go, 
Nor tarry at our will! 
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I search’d thine eyes, but little learn’d 
From looks grown strange to me; 

I press’d thy hand, but scarce discern’d 
hat meant the pressure it return’d— 
Regard, or courtesy ! 


I will not weep o’er happier days, 
Or friends who made them so; 

Since earthly friendship thus decays ; 

For there’s a Friend who well repays 
The loss of all below. 


But as sweet winds, which blow at will, 
Breathed from some spicy coast, 
Their viewless path with fragrance fill, 
So come the sighing memories still 
Of those we’ve loved and lost! 


We once were friends—and next may meet 
Where friendship never ends ; 

If now we sit at Jesus’ feet, 

The recognitions will be sweet 
Of those who once were friends! 


JULY 15. 


« Art not thou our God, who didst drive out the inhabitants of 
this land before thy people Israel, and gavest it to the seed of 
Abraham, thy friend for ever ?’”’ 2 Chron, xx. 7. 


TRANSCENDENT name !—the friend of God? 
But since “the course of Time” began 
Could such a title be bestow’d 
On any mere and mortal man? 
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Yes, once, we find, to one of old — 

That name by Gop Himself was given, 
Inscribed in characters of gold: 

Amid the heraldry of Heaven ! 


Say not his worth that name achieved, 
Which endless ages ne’er shall dim ; 
But Abraham his Gop believed,— 
And Gop, thus honour’d, honour’d Aim. 


And Gop incarnate condescends, 
If any hear His gracious voice, 

And follow Him, to call them “ friends,’’ 
His own, His everlasting choice ! 


Then, if our souls, with all their powers, 
To Christ for grace and refuge flee ; 
If holy Abraham’s faith be ours, 
Ours may this best distinction be! 


JULY 16. 
“Hie shall be as the light of the morning when the sun 
ariseth, even a morning without clouds.” 2 Sam. 23, 24. 


I wisu my earliest waking thought 
Each morning were a Saviour’s love! 
A ray from grace and glory caught, 
Transfused directly from above, 
Illuming all the world of mind, 
Ethereal, fervent, and refined ! 


Just as the sun’s bright morning beams 
Dispersed the mist, when first they glow’d, 
Might I be roused from earthly dreams 
By sweet returning thoughts of Gop! 
And wake, such morning-beams beneath, 
From the last, dreamless sleep of death! 


144 JULY, 


JULY 17. 


“ Pilate saith unto Jesus, What is truth? And when he had 
said this, he went out.”’ John xviii. 30. 


We read that ‘“‘ What is truth?” was ask’d of old 

By one who would not tarry to be told : 

Had he but waited, and his trust reposed 

On all “that Just One’? would have then dis- 
closed, 

The Saviour’s mercy and the sinner’s trust 

Had cast his lot with the redeem’d and just ; 

Nor had he listen’d to the cry for blood, 

For Truth, essential Truth, before him stood ; 

Yes, Truth itself, that memorable day 

Before him stood ; but Pilate turn’d away. 

Unable he that Captive’s eye to bear, 

Who stood in calm, unearthly grandeur there ; 

Though in humanity and meekness veil’d, 

F’en Roman arrogance before him fail’d: 

The guilty Judge of “ tnnocence’’ might boast, 

But with that opportunity was lost ! 

Oh, wretched Pilate !—wretched all who cry, 

“ What is the truth?” but wait for no reply ! 


JULY 18. 


“Her ways are ways of pleasantness, and all her paths are 
peace.” Prow. tii, 17. 


Or sights and scenes, however fair, 
Our fickle tastes may tire ; 

Nor may Religion always wear 
An aspect we admire. 
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But when, in either case, our love 
Increases as we gaze, 

We thus that object’s value prove, 
And give it nobler praise ! 


Dost thou not love Religion now? 
Yet look !—look well !—and long! 

Gaze on! and thou shalt soon allow 
Thou didst her mighty wrong! 


For well did one her praise express, 
Which ne’er with time can cease ; 

‘“‘ Her ways are ways of pleasantness, 
And all her paths are peace.” 


JULY 19. 


“If a man love me, he will keep my words."—John xiv 23 
“* Lovest thou me ?’’—Johkn xxi. 17 


Tuts searching question is fo all! 
To all who ‘“‘ breathe of life the breath,” 
Whate’er their earthly lot may be ; 
If on the Saviour’s name they call, 
To each that precious Saviour saith 
‘* Lovest thou me ?”’ 


And when this question we resolve, 
On which depends our endless state, 
Perhaps another has occur’d 
Which may that searching question solve, 
Do we delight to meditate 
Upon His word ? 
K 
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Nor merely meditate, but try 
By that unerring word to live, 
From glosses and corruptions free ; 
This may our safest, best reply 
To that heart-searching question give, 
“‘ Lovest thou me?” 


JULY 20. 


“The ox knoweth his owner, and the ass his master’s crib 
but Israel doth not know, my people doth not consider.” 
Isa i. 5. 


Tue ass knows his crib, and the ox knows his 
owner, 
But man, more insensible often than they, 
Surrounded by blessings, regards not the Donor, 
And turns from His gentle persuasions away ! 


But tremble, O infidel! mourn, O despiser! 
If deaf to His voice, to His rod thou must bow ; 
And acknowledge the brutes to be nobler and 
wiser, 
More faithful, more thankful for kindness than 


thon! 


JULY 2). 
“ Take heed to your spirit.”—Afal. iii. 15. 


Tis possible, we sometimes see, 
The tongue and temper to control, 
While yet converting grace may be 
A stranger to the soul. 
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Tis possible to bring each thought 
In close subjection to the will, 

While Christ is neither known nor sought, 
And scorn’d, or slighted still. 


But little are such efforts worth, 
And, made in human strength, are vain! 
They neither give us “ peace on earth,”’ 
Nor Gop’s “ good-will” can gain. 


But when the parent-stock and root 

Is Christian grace, sweet temper then 
Is ever a delightful fruit, 

Which pleases Gop and men! 


JULY 22. 

“ Hearken, O daughter, and consider, and incline thine car 

forget, also, thine own people, and thy father’s house ” 
Psa. xiv 10 

WE are tempted at times, one and all, 

To wish that the past would return ; 
And fain would the blessings recall, 

Or the friends, in whose absence we mourn. 


And oft from such visions I start, 
Deceptions that haunt me e’en yet, 
Adapted too well to a heart 
Whose chords are all strung to regret! 


Yet Reason, awaking, must rue 

The shadows that lengthen our pain, 
And Religion has nothing to do 

With wishes so fruitless and vain ! 


But if any one truly can say 
That his memories are chain’d to his will, 
While for faith such as 1s I would pray, 
I would ask, “Are his friends with him still?” 
K 2 
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Not Friendship’s or Sympathy’s death 
Are the tests of a saving belief; 

But this is the test of our faith— 
Who, of thousands, to ws is the Chief? 


JULY 23. 


“Vor I am with thee, saith the Lord, to save thee; though I 
make a full end of all nations whither I have scattered thee, yet 
will I not make a full end of thee: but I will correct thee in 
measure, and will not leave thee altogether unpunished.’’ 

Jer, xxx 11. 


THE year eighteen hundred and forty will long 
Be emblazon'd on Syrian story ; 

Was it zeal for the right, or the arm of the sfrong, 
That won Ptolemais and glory ? 


As friends of a people for ever devoted 
The chain of some tyrant to drag, 

In strange and unseemly companionship floated 
The crescent and Britain’s famed flag. 


My country! whose blessings, so full and so free, 
Flow on, like some wide-rolling river ; 

Oh when will thy mercies morc faithfully be 
Employ’d to the praise of the Giver? 


To wrench from the grasp of the wicked the land 
Which Jehovah to Israel gave, 

Or lighten the pressure of Tyranny’s hand, 
And its poor groaning victims to save. 


Utopian would seem to the councils of state, 
The fanciful dream of an hour; 

Since Religion adds little or nought to the weight 
Which determines “the balance of power !” 
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One yoke was i beta by another as hard; 
The Crescent looks down on the Cross ; 

We well might have gain’d a more grateful regard, 
And our glory had suffer’d no loss. 


But Palestine’s happier day shall not come 
Till its ancient possessors, restored, 
Long exiled, ‘like doves to their windows ’’* 
fly home, 
And acknowledge their King and their Lord. 


JULY 24. 


‘‘ And suddenly there was with the angel a multitude of the 
heavenly host, praising God, and saying, Glory to God in the 
highest, and on earth peace, good-will toward men.” 

Luke ii, 13, 14 


Cov pn we realize that night, 

Best of all the nights of Time, 
When aloft on pinions bright 
Beatific forms of light 

Pour’d their choral notes sublime ; 


As we listen’d, should we drink 
Deeper of the Living stream ? 
Would the ‘ news’? more deeply sink, 
And our rapt attention link 
Closer to the heavenly theme ? 


Ah! if now the gracious call 
In the heart no echo finds ; 
Coldly if those ‘‘ tidings’’ fall, 
Heaven’s united choir would pall 
Soon on uncongenial minds! 


* Isa. Ix. 8. 
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Sweetly angel-voices strove 
To proclaim a Saviour then ; 
But, as now, His dying love, 
And His Spirit from above, 
Strove not with the hearts of men! 


JULY 25. 


‘Then Job answered the Lord, and said, Behold I am vile; 
What shall I answer Thee? I will lay mine hand upon my 
mouth.” Job x1. 3, 4 


Peruaprs of all that ever trod 
This desecrated globe, 

None ever bore correction’s rod 
More patiently than Job. 


Mis friends, indeed, if friends they were, 
Their privilege abused ; 

Tuart bitter draught he could not bear, 
And steadily refused. 


Perhaps their calumnies he flung 
Too haughtily aside ; 

And some have thought his answer sprung 
From irritated pride. 


But think upon that holy man 
So sadly, sorely tried ! 

And then condemn hin, if ye cax, 
Whom Gop hath justified. 


Our judgment may be strictly right, 
When we ourselves are Sroug ; 

But live we not in clearer light ! 
And is our faith as strong ? 
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JULY 26. 


“ Be content—for He (God) hath said, I will never leave thee 
nor forsake thee ” Heb. xii. 5. 
Wirnovut the hope that points above, 
Oh, what a blank this life would seem, 
When frends who best deserved our love 
Have vanish’d like a morning dream ! 


But Faith and Hope can soothe regret ; 
Our sinful, selfish murmurs cease ; 
And though we never can forget, 
We can pursue our path in peace! 


Oh, leave the Lord thy lot to cast, 
And on His mighty arm repose, 
And mighty mind,—who all the past, 

The present, and the future knows. 


We think some idol of our heart, 
Perhaps, is needlessly denied ; 

And that we patiently could part, 
Though not with that, with all beside / 


Man would be blest, but studies not 
The web which Providence has spun ; 

Each for himself would cast his lot, 
And, if he cou/d, would be undone! 


JULY 27. 


“ Behold, a King shall reign in righteousness.” Zea. xxxii. 1. 
“A glorious high throne from the beginning {is the place of 
our sanctuary.” Jer, xvii. 12. 
LANGUAGE and ideas faint, 
Overwhelm’d by glory’s rays, 
When the prospects they would paint 
Of Millennial days. 
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Heaven and earth shall then rejoice, 
For the Prince of Peace shall reign, — 
Welcomed by each heart and voice 
To this world again ! 


By each heart and voice that Now 
Swells in adoration sweet ; 
But His enemies shall bow, 
Death-struck, at His feet ! 


All who for that day prepare, 
Look, and long, and watch, and pray, 
Its felicity shall share, 
Mourn as now they may! 


JULY 28. 


“For where your treasure is, there will your heart be also.” 
Matt. vi. 21. 


THE distant home of one we love, 
In fancy, we delight to trace ; 

Our thoughts should, then, be much above, 
Where Jesus has His dwelling-place ! 


There, too, are some whom once we knew, 
And still upon our memories bear ; 

Oh, Christian, then, it must be true, 
Thy treasure and thy heart are there! 


And yet how inconsistent thou! 

And //—far more than all, I fear! 
To this conviction we must bow, 

We live as if our hearts were here ! 
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JULY 29. 


“Weeping may endure for a night, but joy cometh in the 
morning.” Psa. xxx. 5. 


Tue lonely heart a while may bleed 
When earthly joys are flown ; 

Yet will the peace of Gop succeed, 
Wherever Gop is known! 


The love of Christ so much outweighs 
Whate’er we may have lost, 

While that of creatures ill repays 
What it is SURE to cost! 


JULY 30. 


“ The covetous, whom the Lord abhorreth.”—- Pea. x. 3 


WE covet, doubtless, when we crave 
What Gop, who knows our case, denies ; 
Though all we have He freely gave, 
And all we want He still supplies: 
Or, when He calls us to resign 
What once He gave, and we repine, 
(As oft we did /) 


Whether they grovel or they mount 
After forbidden and vain things, 
Such wishes issue from the fount 
Whence all our disobedience springs. 
But chiefly by our bounteous Lord 
The “love of money” seems abhor’d, 
And sharply chid. 
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Alas, how low we now are sunk ! 
How vile our nature has become! 
Perhaps from aught so base we shrunk 
When life was in its morning bloom! 
And, as we nearer reach its brink, 
Into this pitfall shall we sink ? 
O Gop, forbid ' 


JULY 3). 


“ Our days on the earth are as a shadow, and there is none 
abiding.” 1 Chron, xxix. 15. 
Last day of the month! must I bid thee farewell, 

With thy mingled enjoyments and woes? 
As absence from mem'ry may often dispel 
The faults of our friends, so my thoughts shall 
but dwell 
On thy many delights, at their close ! 


For with thee I have lost opportunities fair, 
Which never again may be given ; 
And with thee 1 have lost one I loved, and shall 
ne'er 
Rejoin, till our better re-union be there, 
Tn a sinless and permanent Heaven! 


AUGUST 1. 


“The servant fell down and worshipped him, saying, Lord, 
have patience with me, and I will pay thee all. Then the Lord 
of that servant was moved with compassion, and loosed him and 
forgave him the debt.” Matt. xviii. 23—27. 

ANOTHER month has sped away, 

And how stands my account ? 
Soon, soon may come the reckoning day, 
And these arrears I cannot pay, 

So vast is their amount! 
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No hope the terms prescribed afford, 
If prostrate I should fall, 

Like one those oracles record, 

And say, “ Have patience with me, Lord, 
And I will pay thee all!” 


Such promises were worse than vain, 
Since I could nerer pay ; 
A bankrupt I must still remain, 
Increasing penalty and pain, 
And debt, from day to day ! 


For should He ne’er the claim revive 
Till Mercy’s time were past, 

And could I with His Spirit strive, 

From whence should I the means derive 
To meet those claims at last ? 


Tis strange! but failure sets us free, 
Our need secures us best ; 

Our rwin is our safest plea ; 

And utter, hopeless bankruptcy 
Acquits us, when CoNFEss D! 


While still on Mercy’s throne He sits, 
We know, whoever lives, 

And brings the plea He thus permits, 

The generous Judge at once acquits, 
And all his debt forgives ! 


Absolved by Se so free, so vast, 
Tis anguish to perceive 
That our 2 first love’’ should fade so fast, 
(And oft, as once in seasons past) 
His Spirit, stil/, we grieve ? 
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AUGUST 2. 


“ Thon shalt be visited of the Lord of hosts with thunder and 
with earthquake, and great noise; with storm and tempest, and 
the flame of devouring fire.” Tea, xxix. 6. 
Our voyage (my first to these countries) was long, 

The weather was stormy and wild ; 
The courage and faith must indeed have been 
stron 
Which at dangers so great could have smiled. 


We had sail’d with a wind, and a sky, and a sea, 
Which geem’d in our favour combined ; 

But now to destroy us they seem’d to agree, 
The sea, and the sky, and the wind. 


Such crashing of elements, uproar and strife, 
I ne’er had encounter’d before, 
Though within and without to the tempests of 
life 
Accustom’d on sea and on shore. 


Our ship, though a stout one, would stagger and 
rock, 
And shake from her bows to her stern, 
Or plunge, half engulf ’d by some terrible shock, 
As if she would never return ! 


Thus spent we one Sabbath, in horrible plight, 
ecting to strike or to sink, 
Of ai ose still more terrific and turbulent night 
E’en now with a shudder I think! 


Yet it pass’'d—and the tempest then left but the 
swell 
And the foam of its paralyzed strength : 
And the cause of this uproar of Nature too well 
Was explain’d, when we landed, at length 
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An earthquake more awful, extensive and dire 
Than the longest-lived natives had known, 
In Syrian regions had districts entire, 
And fortified cities o’erthrown. 


That Sabbath had thus introduced a new year, 
And some had assembled that day, 

A small band of believers, approved and sincere, 
In Beyrout’s pleasant precincts, to pray. 


The Master they served on their labours and 
rayers 
Had smiled through the year that was past ; 
And now a new year's unexperienced cares 
On Him they could fearlessly cast. 


How happy were fhey, and how happy are all, 
Thus arm’d for the hour of temptation ; 
The earth may remove, and the mountains may 


fall, 


But ¢heirs is a firmer foundation ! 


When hark! that peculiar sound which precedes 
The ruinous earthquake was heard ; 

The heart at such moments a cunfidence needs 
By no physical courage confer'd ! 


But not on the coast were those horrors most felt, 
Though fill’d with dismay and alarm ; 
And the heart of the boldest blasphemer might 
melt, 
And own an Omnipotent arm! 


In regions more central what words could portray 
Or reckon the frightful amount 

Of those who were swept in a moment away, 
And sent to their solemn account ? 
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AUGUST 3. 


“Honour widows that are widows indeed. Now she that is 
a widow indeed, and desolate, trusteth in God, and continueth 
in supplications and prayers.” 1 Tim.v 3,5 


There he sat! his friendly face 
Beam’d from his now empty place ; 
There his hospitable grace 

(Heartfelt sunshine !) brighten’d care. 
Circling seasons never more 
Shall the happiness restore 
Of a home so blest before— 

Blest when HE was there! 


Changed to ali—but most to one / 
Kyerything she gazes on 
Seems to whisper “ J/e is gone!” 
Withering thought! and hard to bear, 
If she could not to the sky 
Lift her heavy, streaming eye, 
And with confidence reply, 
“Yes !—but he is there /”’ 


Lately a rejoicing wife, 
What a blank is now her life ! 
O that secret sick’ning strife! 

Such as not e’en friends can share. 
Pale-faced widow ! who could see 
Grief like thine, nor weep with thee ? 
Soon, though sever’d here ye be, 

Thou shalt join him there! 
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AUGUST 4. 


«Leave thy fatherless children, I will preserve them alive. 
and let thy widows trust in me. Jer. xlix. 11 


Poor orphans! who no more shall share 
A father’s fond caress ; 

The Shepherd for His lambs will care, 
And pity their distress ; 

The Saviour on His heart will bear, 
And feed the fatherless. 


And ye who linger still behind 
The lost ones ye bewail, 

Whose common case was ne’er design’d 
To weave into a tale, 

When did your Saviour prove unkind, 
Or His compassions fail ? 


And will ye not to praise Him pause, 
And many thoughts employ 

On Him, who by affliction draws, 
But loves not to destroy? 

And e’en the widow’s heart can cause 
To sing aloud for joy! 


AUGUST 5. 
‘Give me neither poverty nor riches."— Prov. Xxx. 4 


THouGu money could never yet purchase repose, 
Nor always produces respect, 

Yet the use or abuse of what Heaven bestows 
Will our final condition affect. 
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And since poverty also was often a snare, 
Wherein we have murmur’d and wept ; 
Profound was that Wisdom which taught us the 
prayer 
From either extreme to be kept. 


AUGUST 6. 


“Good Master, what shall I do that I may inherit eternal 
life?”’ Mark x. 17. 


Wuart he should po, the great reward 
Of endless life to gain, 

Was once demanded of the Lord, 
Alas, we fear in vain! 


For that inquirer turn’d away— 
Heaven seem’d too hardly earn’d ; 
Nor does the sacred story say 
If ever he return’d. 


The terms of life we better know, 
But do we feel in truth 

More prompt our treasures to forego 
Than was that Jewish youth ? 


What says the Lord,—who knows that none 
A legal claim can boast ; 

By all they do, or leave undone, 
Condemn'd alike, and lost ? 


He says, ‘I gave myself for thee, 
And grace and glory give ; 
Give, in return, thy Aeart to me ; 


This do, and thou shalt live!” 
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AUGUST 7. 
“I remember the days of old.”-— Psa. cxlil, 4. 


Wir the thoughts which often pass 
Like the figures on a glass 
O’er my mind, too prone, alas! 
Thus to picture by-gone times, 
Oft with evening's gathering gloom, 
From my early happy home, 
(On the banks of Cam) will come 
Nine o'clock’ s impressive chimes ! 


Melancholy, deep-toned bell! 

Sadly as a funeral knell 

Seems that warning sound to swell, 
*Mid the memories of my soul : 

’Tis the dirge of parting day, 

Seeming mournfully to say, 

Soon shall all things pass away,— 
Soon creation’s knell shall toll! 


But such sombre thoughts as this 
Gospel-glory should dismiss, 
And to Tisufrestion bliss 

Bid Anticipation rise :' 
Drown'd shall be that dirge among 
Hallelujahs loud and long, 
And the new, ecstatic song, 

Pealing through the earth and skies ! 


Sad 
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AUGUST 8. 


“ The fear of the Lord is the beginning of knowledge.” 
Prov. i. 7. 
“And unto man he said, Behold, the fear of the Lord, that 
is wisdom ; and to depart from evil is understanding.” 
Job xxviii. 28. 


Since Wisdom begins with the fear of the Lord, 
What folly that heartless indifference denotes 
Which, neither regarding His works nor His words, 
No works and no words to His glory devotes! 


Since in ZZim our completeness consists, then are 
they 
Who neglect Him in wretchedness also complete! 
They know it not now, but shall know it that day 
When His enemies prostrated fall at His feet ! 


A Queen, who had heard of King Solomon’s fame, 
The thirst for instruction from Sheba once 
drew ; 
To us Wisdom’s self condescendinglv came, 
From a land more remote, but His scholars are 
few! 


AUGUST 9. 
“ As thy days, so shall thy strength be.’"— Deut. xxxiii 25. 


Do your sins, corruptions, trials, 
Often cause your heart to ache, — 
Calling for such self-denials 
As you find it hard to make ? 


Are you sometimes sorely tempted 
With a weariness of life? 

Would you be a while exempted 
From a never-ending strife ? 
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Thus believers still are sifted 
By temptations sad and sore ; 
But to Christ, with heart uplifted 
Look, as oft ye did before. 


Once His “ gentleness and meekuess ''* 
Put to shame your selfish sighs ; 
And, proportion’d to your weakness, 
Is the strength He still supplies. 


If you ever felt and knew it, 
hough you changed, unchanged is He ; 
He has said, and He will do it, 
“As thy days thy strength shall be!” 


AUGUST 10. 


“A merry heart maketh a cheerful countenance; but by 
sorrow of the heart, the spirit is broken.” Prov. xv. 13 


Don't condemn a merry mood, 
Suffer care to slumber! 
Nor suppose the wise and good 


Must be sad and sombre! 


Joy, if felt, will brightly be 
To their louks imparted ; 

Often childlike is the glee 
Of the ‘ merry-hearted.” 


Some, whom I have met at times, 
Like not mirth- or laughter ; 
Or, if guilty of such crimes, 
Are more gloomy after. 


2 Cor. x. 1. 
BZ 
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Thus, at night, a flash in haste 
Rends the clouds asunder ; 
Lightning which but shows the waste, 
And precedes the thunder! 


Gladness, with a conscience pure, 
Never need we banish ; 

In a sinful world, be sure, 
Soon our mirth will vanish ! 


AUGUST 11. 


“Now no chactening for the present seemeth to be joyous, 
but grievous; nevertheless, afterward it yieldeth the peaceable 
fruits of rightcousness unto them which are exercised thereby ” 

Deb. xii Vk. 


How often would reflection heal 

The wounds we deeply felt at first ; 
And half the sad regrets we feel, 

If analyzed, might be dispersed ! 


The very death of those we've loved 
(Though such regrets may be forgiven), 

Has oft some stumbling- block removed 
Which lay upon our path to Heaven! 


Do we believe them now in bliss ? 
And can we Jong lament them thus ! 
We follow them, and know that this 
Is now their warmest wish for us / 


Of every bitter draught how soon 
Its early bitterness has pass'd! 
Our grief may prove a heavenly boon, 
Our loss become a gain at last! 
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We cannot reason thus at once, 
But grace will bring the lesson home ; 
«Thy will be done’”’ is Faith’s response, 
Though slowly said, when sorrows come - 


Yet one regret, we may believe, 

Our memories e’en to Heaven will bear— 
That ever we should slight or grieve 

The love that safely brought us there ! 


AUGUST 12. 


“He began to say unto his disciples, first of all, Beware ye of 
the leaven of the Pharisees, which is hypocrisy." Zu&e xii 1. 


Ir we be Christians, FIRST OF ALL, 
The Saviour speaks to you and me: 

So oft by specious names we call 
This ‘ leaven of hypocrisy.” 

We call it ‘‘ prudence,” “ caution,” ‘ care,” 
Or even find some bolder plea 

For that of which J/e says, ‘‘ beware!’ — 
The Jeaven of hypocrisy ! 

But surely were our love sincere, 
Thus leaven’d it could never be ; 

The “ perfect love’’ which ‘casts out fear”’ 
Knows nothing of hypocrisy ! 


AUGUST 13. 


* What hast thou that thou didst not receive?” 


1 Cor. iv 7 
“A man can receive nothing, except it be given him fruin 
heaven.” John iil. 27 


» 


Sunk In intellectual blindness, 

Quite shut out from Christian kindness, 
And the light of Revelation, 

In thy slavish degradation, 
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Needs thy case, poor Turkish woman, 
Power and pity more than human ! 
Alien from the Heaven above thee, 
Do we find it hard to love thee? 

Yet ‘“‘through grace we differ”’ merely, 
And that grace was purchased dearly. 
In the Word we and it written— 
Pride, then, at the root is smitten ; 
And since “ boasting is excluded,”’ 
Let us pray for the deluded. 
Inaccessible we find her ; 

Stronger is the Lord, and kinder ! 


AUGUST 14. 
‘(ut of the heart proceed evil thoughts,” etc —Matt xv. 11) 


A straw will often turn the tide 

Of thought, though flowing from the heart ; 
Now heavenward it may seem to glide, 

And then, like Eden’s river, part :* 


And, branching, rove the world around : 
But here a fatal difference lies ; 

So foul a source the heart is found,— 
The river rose in Paradise ! 


Alas! and must we, then, account 
For every wandering thought at last, 
Which, springing from an evil fount, 
Has through forbidden regions pass’d ? 


We must, unless the bitter source 
Itself be cleansed by power divine ; 
Then grace will turn the current’s course, 
And from its earthly dregs refine. 


® Genesis il. 10. 
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AUGUST 15. 


“We are but of yesterday, and know nothing, because our 
days upon earth are a shadow.” Jub viii. 9. 


MEN often value most on earth 
That which most dearly costs them ; 
But yesterdays are friends whose worth 
e know not till we’ve lost them ! 


Friends painfully are prized when gone ; 
Who tne what may befall them? 

And days gone by, oh, lives there one 
Who would not fain recall them ? 


Not aut, perchance, but surely some, 
By memory’s magic aided, — 

Compared with which the days to come 
Too oft look dull and faded ! 


Yet “all our yesterdays’’ which pass’d 
Without improvement o’er us, 

Should have prepared us for the last 
Stupendous day before us! 


AUGUST 16. 


“ To-day if ye will hear His voice, harden not your hearts.” 
Pea. xcv. 7,8; and Heb, ili. 7, # 


Sweet to them who early rise 

Are the morning’s dewy hours ; 
Sweet with wild birds’ melodies, 

Sweet with incense from the flowers ; 
Sweeter still, with these when blending, 
Praise from human hearts ascending. 
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Seize the morning hours! for soon 
Half their influence will be gone ; 
Drooping like the flowers at noon, 
Fading as the day moves on ! 
Soon a fatal change comes stealing 
O’er cach fresh and hallow’d feeling: 


He who all our griefs hath borne 
With the dawn arose to pray ; 

They who cannot pray at morn 
Scarcely will the livelong day. 

‘Tis the Spirit's invitation, 

Seize His morning inspiration ! 


If to-day the waves of woe 

Wildly o'er thy soul should burst, 
Only with thy burden go, 

And thy tears, to Jesus first ; 
Hear his answer then from Heaven— 
“Strength shall as thy day be given.” 


Yes, for all to-day may bear 
On its wings, of joy or pain, 
Arm yourselves with morning prayer, 
Never needless, never vain. 
‘Tis His Spirit’s voice—believe [lim ; 
Nor by hesitation grieve Him! 


AUGUST 17. 


“Ye know not what shall be on the morrow: For what is 
your life? It is even a vapour, that appeareth for a little time, 
and then vanisheth away ” James iv 14. 


SHALL man, who must his blindness own, 
Boast of a yet untried to-morrow, 
Whose character is still unknown, 
Of joy, monotony, or sorrow / 


avarsT, 169 


Too soon may rolling moments solve, 
If not too late, the dark enigma: 
To-morrow may our all involve, 
Our glory, or eternal stigma. 


«To-day we live, to-morrow die,”’ 
Was often said, and seldom ended 
While still to-morrow, ever nigh, 
The nearer it approach'd, receded ! 


Thus each omitted deed and word 
Has oft our consciences upbraided ; 
To some to-morrow still defer’d 
Which, phantom-like, the grasp evaded ! 


To-day be wise, believe, obey, 
Ye vain, ve carcless, and ve scoffers ; 
The grace which welcomes all to- day, 
No promise for to-morrow offers f 


Alas! by what we know so well 
How little are our hearts affected ! 
Eternity ‘ere long will tell 
The sad results of days neglected ! 


But unrepented sin and shame 
Alone our souls at last shall sever 

From Jesus, yesterday the same, 
To-day, to-morrow, aud for ever ! 


AUGUST 12. 


“ Jesus said, Weep not, she is not dead, but sleepeth." 
Luke viii. 42 
Weep not /—that heart whose pulse is still'd, 
Again shall heave !—a fountain deep, 
With new and sweet emotions fill’d :— 
Then say not this is death, but sleep! 
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Weep not ! when next their lids unclose, 
Those eyes shall smile, now glazed and dim ; 
And, waking from their long repose, 
New life shall warm each stiffen’d limb ! 


Weep not / recover'd from its blight, 

That face shall flush with pleased surprise, 
All radiant with reflected light 

From Him who says “ Awake, arise !”’ 


Weep not /— Yet if thou ne’er hast known 
How death is but the Christian’s sleep, 

Look there—and see what sin has done, 
And bitterly, poor sinner, weep ! 


AUGUST 19. 


“Fury is not in me."—Jsa. xxvii. 4. 


WHEN the love which Gop demands, 
Upon creatures we bestow, 

Soon, receiving from their hands 
Only wounds and woe, 

We the recompense shall rue, 

Richly to our folly due! 


But if then our cares we cast 

On the Lord with faith unfeign’d, 
When idolatry at last 

Has its guerdon gain’d, 
Shall we vainly weep and pray, 
Shall we then be cast away ? 


When our mercies we forsake, 
When from peace and Christ we turn, 
Does He sudden vengeance take, 
Does His fury burn? 
No—His tenderness would fain 
Win us to His paths again! 
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Objects of His changeless choice, 

‘* Wanderers trom the fold of Gop,” 
Turn you at His gentle voice, 

Turn and kiss the rod! 
When He waves it in your sight, 
Rather would He warn than smite! 


AUGUST 20. 
“ Who art thou that judgest another ¢"—James iv. 12. 


Tue faults which ever to detect 
In others we are prone, 

Should, as a mirror true, reflect, 
And make us mourn our own. 


Yet often is our neighbour's right 
Neglected or denied ; 

While if our fancied claims they slight, 
Their judgment we deride! 


AUGUST 21. 


* But he, willing to justify himself, said unto Jcaus, And who 
is my neighbour ?"— (See the cight following verses ) 
Luke x 29, ote 
THE pilgrim to Jordan may realize well 
A scene which the Scriptures record ; 
A touching and beautiful story which fell 
From the eloquent lips of the Lord ! 


The Samaritan, stooping the gashes to close 
Of the sufferer, stretch’d on the way, 
Would himself to a similar outrage expose, 

And endanger his life by delay. 
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Those caverns and dens such security give, 
A strong and invincible hold, 

To all who by savage rapacity live ; 
Wild outlaws, inhuman and bold. 


That interval lost he might never retrieve, 
Nor escape from banuitti so nigh ; 

But zo selfish feeling induced him to leave 
The poor, bleeding victim to die! 


To “ Who is my neighbour?” the ‘ Wisdom * 
of Gon” 
A reply in this narrative gave ; 
And we learn to revere on this desolate road 
That Samaritan gentle and brave ! 


AUGUST 22. 


* Through faith we understand that the worlds were framed 
by the word of God” Heb xi 3, 
“ They shall perish, but thou remainest “—2Z/eb,i 2. 


Iv, as astronomers have oft maintain’d, 

Our systein once another globe contain’d, 
Which between Mars and Jupiter, of old, 
(Fifth from the Sun, a noble planet,) roll'’d ; 
Till by disruption into fragments rent, 

And these now travel through the firmament, 
(Perhaps by righteous indignation hurl’d) 
Four monumental fractions of a world! 

A distant intimation we may gain, 

Which need not, een if fanciful, be vain ; 
Perhaps for sin that world’s dark doom went forth, 
Then tremble for thine own, O sinful Earth! 


* Luke xi 49 
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AUGUST 23. 


* All this is come upon us; yet have we not forgotten Thee ; 
our heart is not turned back, neither have our steps declined 
trom thy way.” Psa. xiiv. 17, 1b. 

Tuy happiest people, Lord, are they, 
How dark soe'er their lot, 

Who humbly and in truth can say, 

“Our steps declined not from thy way,” 
Our Gop we ne'er furgot. 


Should foes or friends dishonour Thee, 
Or fiends our faith attack, 

Thy faithfulness through all we see ; 

Unkind we know T hoir canst not be: 
Nor is our heart turn’d back ! 


Though poor, we never knew the care 
That fills the covetous ; 

What glory can with ours compare, 

Reproach for His dear sake to bear, 
Who suffer’d once for us ? 


Q happy people! none so blest! 
The storm around them raves, 

But on the promises they rest ; 

Of peace, the peace of Gon, possess'd, 
That oil upon the waves ! 


AUGUST 21. 
“The hour of temptation, which shall come upon all the 
world, to try them that dwell apon the carth, Hee, ii, 10 
"Tis thought by many that a day 
Of dark events is near ; 
A day of gloom, which not a ray 
Shall penetrate or cheer. 


AUGUST. 


Such darkness as had ne’er been known 
In Egypt once was “ felt ;” 

While light in all the hee aan shone 
Where favour’d Israel dwelt : 


Yet know we not if this affords 
A hope on which to build, 

For those who live to see the words 
Of darkest doom fulfil’d. 


When all temptations are put forth, 
Permitted for a while 

To scourge, corrupt, and waste the earth 
By flattery, force, or guile ; 


When sophistry, instilling doubt, 
Or blasphemy more bold, 

Shall send their locust-legions out, 
And many shall wax cold ; 


Will light and comfort from above 
The Christian’s heart revive, 

And keep the lamp of faith and love 
Amid the gloom alive? 


For blest for ever shall they be 
Who fight that battle through ; 

The land of glory they shall see ; 
The King of glory too! - 
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AUGUST 25. 


“ Rejoice ye with Jerusalem, and be glad with her, all ye that 
love her: rejoice for Joy with her, all ye that mourn for her. 
For thus saith the Lord, Behold 1 will extend peace to her like 
a river.” Tea. \xvi. 10, &e. 


We come to Jerusalem! 
Many welcomes have ye heard 
From the lips of love, I know : 
Many acordial look and word 
Greets you still, where’er you go, 
East or west, or north, or south ; 
Friends in every place ye meet ; 
Many an eye and many a mouth 
Gladly may your coming greet ; 
But a welcome more sincere 
Surely seldom will ye hear. 
Welcome to Jerusalem: 


Have ye left your native isle 

But to gaze on scenes like these? 
Have ye willingly a while 

Thus relinquish’d home and ease? 
Ties by Truth and Nature bound, 

Closer as we further roam ; 
Comforts, pleasures, only found 

In a happy English home ? 
Then from one who thinks like you 
Take a welcome warm and true! 

Welcome to Jerusalem! 


a 


To the scoffer we will leave 
His disdainful, impious jest : 

Let him nothing here perceive 
By a hand Divine imprest : 
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Nothing precious, nothing fair— 

Jaundiced eyes are his, and dim, 
He our feelings cannot share, 

And we need not envy him! 
But to you who love the land, 
With the Bible in your hand, 

Welcome to Jerusalem ! 


O ’tis not the past alone 
Which to us the land endears ; 
Brighter than the glories gone 
Are her hopes for endless years ! 
When her sons the truth shall know, 
‘¢ And the truth shall make them free,”’ 
All earth’s tribes shall hither flow 
To the world’s great jubilee : 
Heart to heart, and eye to eye, 
Saint to saint shall then reply, 
‘Welcome to Jerusalem !”’ 


Welcome ye who love the Lord! 

See what wonders He hath wrought! 
See to bloom and bliss restored 

All which ‘with a price He bought.” 
Faithful Abraham’s faithless race 

Long by love and wrath unmoved, 
Now transform’d by sovereign grace, 

And the Zion which He loved! 
Crowding up the narrow way, 
Each to eh shall smiling ape 

‘Welcome to Jerusalem !”’ 


From the dust though now she speaks ; 
Though her vineyard zo man kept ; 
Though the tears be on her cheeks 
Over whom her Saviour wept ; 
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Her horizon brightening fast, 

Precious promises imparts ; 

All the future, all the past, 

As a magnet draws our hearts 

Round her widow'd woe to hover— 

Ye who pity, ye who love her, 
Welcome to Jerusalem ! 


AUGUST 26. 


“It is good for a man that he bear the yoke in his youth.” 
Lam. ili, 27. 


How many a meek and pious mind, 
Now rich in faith unfeign’d, 

In sorrow’s furnace was refined, 
In sorrow’s school was train’d ! 

And those who now may most adorn 
The Gospel of our Gop, 

Perhaps in childhood’s earliest morn 
Were chasten'd by His rod: 

Perhaps the haughty spirit broke, 
By grief subdued, in youth ; 

And had they never borne the yoke, 
They ne’er had known the Truth ! 


AUGUST 27. 
“Can ye not discern the signs of the times.” Matt. xvi, 4 


He who on signs too much relies 
Is superstitious more than wise, 
And oft is led astray ; 
But surely they are worse than blind 
Who wilfully their eyes and mind 
Turn from ALL signs away. 
M 
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For this were Jewish scribes reproved, 
Who sought for signs, yet saw, unmoved, 
Signs of Messiah's birth ; 
And doubly blind those eyes must be 
Which now no dawning signs can see 
Of His return to earth ! 


AUGUST 28. 


“With whom (God) there is no variableness, neither shadow 
of turning.” James i. 17. 

M1p disappointments ever new, 

How sweet to think that Gop is true! 

When former friends look cold and strange, 

How sweet to think He cannot change! 

When few our motives comprehend, 

Which e’en our kindest earthly friend 

May misinterpret or miscall, 

How sweet to think He knows them all! 


’Tis true we cannot thus disclose 

To others what so well He knows— 
The fugitive and countless crowd 

Of thoughts that ne’er were told aloud ; 
And often mark’d by Him alone 

Were feelings to ourselves unknown : 
But would we, if we could, confide 
Those thoughts to any friend beside? 


Ah, no! e’en those who love us best 
Could scarcely bear that painful test : 
The hateful and revolting sight 

Of every feeling brought to light, 

A heart less kind with scorn would fill ; 
No other friend would love us still! 
Yet He who all our sorrows bore, 

Who knows us better, loves us more! 
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AUGUST 29. 
“Though we, or an angel from heaven, preach any other 
gospel unto you, let him be accursed.” Gal. 1. 8. 
ANOTHER Gospel (if a thought 
So monstrous could be borne indeed) 
Must from another heaven be brought, 
And from another source proceed ! 


Another Gospel, were there one, 
We would indignantly refuse ! 
If not the Gospel of Gon’s Son, 
To man it would be no “‘ good news!” 


But perish such a thought! and woe 
To them who preach a Gospel new / 
Our all in all, above, below, 
Is Christ, the Faithful, and the True ! 


AUGUST 30. 
‘The babe wept.”—E2zod, il. 6. 


I saw a fair child sunk in sorrow and tears 
O’er a butterfly, carelessly crush’d ; 

So quick are the feelings of infantine years ; 
And with consciousness deeply she blush’d. 


“ How cruel I was, that I did not take heed !”’ 
She lisp'd, as she lifted its wing ; 

‘“« But I never intended to kill you, indeed, 
You poor little innocent thing ! 


“ How happy you were a few minutes ago, 
So nicely amusing me here ; 
Twas cruel to touch and to trouble you so, 
And Gop will not love me, I fear.” 
M 2 
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That thought, which no young, loving heart can 
endure, 
Redoubled her sobs and her pain : 
‘Qh, what shall I do?” she exclaim’d ; “1 am sure 
I shall never be happy again!” 


Her little hands lifted, expressively plead ; 
Her swimming eyes pardon implore ; 

‘* Forgive me! Tinea not to hurt it indeed ; 
I never was cruel before !”’ 


Then I thought, Ah, sweet child, He both loves 
and forgives, 
But the world these warm feelings will try ; 
Tis seldom that there aught so sensitive lives, 
Thyself, or thy feelings, must die ! 


But how could I dare thus to limit His grace ? 
He can keep thee still tender and pure ; 
And those sympathies sweet which all nature em- 
brace, 
His Spirit will only mature. 


AUGUST 31. 
* Ye must be born again.”—John lili. 7. 


On, who that knows his nature, fraught 
With all that’s vile and vain, 

Could doubt a truth so plainly taught, 
“Ye must be born again?” 


Yet, cavil as he may, those words 
Immutable remain ; 

For that assertion was the Lord’s, 
““ Ye must be born again!” 


The water, though a sacred sign, 
Removes not Nature’s stain ; 
Tis by the Spirit's power Divine 

That we are born again ! 
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SEPTEMBER 1. 


“It is done!"—Rer. xvi. 17; s0¢ alao, xxi. 6, 
“It is finished !°—JoAn xix. 80, 


Tue loved disciple thrice records 

Those three triumphant, thrilling words : 

The lips that spake them were the Lord’s ; 
Three times declaring, “It is done!” 


First, when the Gop incarnate paid 

The ransom for the world He made, 

Earth trembled as He bow’d His head, 
And cried, expiring, “ It is done!”’ 


The terms of peace were settled then, 
And never could be changed again ; 
Heaven’s irreversible dmen 

Had seal’d that sentence, “ It is done!” 


The trembling earth its witness lent ; 

The veil, from top to bottom rent ; 

The dim and awe-struck firmament,— 
All heard, astonish’d, ‘‘ It is done! ”’ 


Again, when spirits foul and blind, 
With all the wicked of -aankind, 
Against the Lord shall be combined, 

A voice shall thunder, “It is done!” 


And lastly, on that final day 

When earth and heaven shall flee away, 

The same almighty voice shall say, 
With holy triumph, “ It is done!” 
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SEPTEMBER 2. 


“And now, O Father, glorify thou me, with thine own self, 
with the glory which I had with Thee before the world was.” 
John xvii. 5. 
“O Farner! glorify thy Son!”’— 
’Twas thus the meek Redeemer cried ; 
Soon should the fight be fought and won, 
And Justice should be satisfied. 
And now His work has long been done, 
And Gop has glorified His Son ! 


Then cancell’d were the law’s demands, 
Redemption’s utmost price was paid ; 
And sinners, drawn by silken bands, 
Were in His righteousness array’d. 
And when the course of Time is run, 
Gop still will glorify His Son! 


SEPTEMBER 3. 


“Awake and sing, ye that dwell in dust; for thy dew is as 

the dew of herbs, and the earth shall cast out the dead.” 
Tea, xxvi. 19. 

Ir e’er, by chance or choice, our steps were led 
Among the silent dwellings of the dead, 
Could we that scene with careless eye survey, 
And, uninstructed, coldly turn away ? 
Ah, surely, no! a whisper steals around, 
A still small voice arises from the ground ; 
The stately monument, the heaving sod, 
Has each a message to the heart from Gop ! 
‘*See here thy doom !—the sentence pass'd on all 
Sooner or later on thyself shall fall ! 
Then turn to Him who hath despoil’d the grave, 
And from a worse a second death can save!’’ 
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Praise cannot consecrate the sleeping dust, — 
But blessed is the memory of the just ; 

And heavenly harps new melody will make 
When all these sleepers in the dust shall wake! 


SEPTEMBER 4. 


“ Son of man, these men have set up their idols in their heart 
and pouT the stumbling-block of their iniquity before their fuce ; 
Should I be inquired of at all by them?” Kuk, xiv. 3. 


On the brightest of creatures too fond a regard, 
And too much of our hearts to bestow, 

Never fails to receive its most righteous reward, 
Repentance, vexation, and woe. 


Thus blindly to idolize, e’en when betray’d 
By a fancy too easily charm’d, 

Has always by sorrow and shame been repaid, 
And a conscience disturb’d and alarm’'d. 


But when neither ensnared by design or by taste, 
We “set up our idols” within, 
And our stumbling-blocks all by ourselves have 
been placed, 
There is left no excuse for our sin. 


The feet may be caught in a snare well devised ; 
But when the device is our own, 

And we neither were artfully led or surprised, 
Gon’s sentence is, ‘‘ Let them alone!”’ 


But, perchance, some may say, such a case ne'er 
occur’d, 
To resolve we would idolize aught ! 
Of sin so deliberate who ever heard, 
Or when was a plague ever sought ” 
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Ah! were not our hearts often looking around 
For idols, when sad and alone ? 
Nay, often, till Gon, their true object, was found, 
hey have craved even idols unknown. 


The heart cannot rest without something to love, 
Though that rest nothing here can bestow ; 
And till we have “ set our affections above,” 
They cleave to the creatures below ! 


SEPTEMBER 5. 
“He shall return no more to his house, neither eon his place 
know him any more.”’ ob vii. 10, 
“For the memory of them is forgotten."’ pans ix. 5. 


Soon are the records once so brightly traced 

On the heart’s tablets, faded or effaced ; 

Soon absent friends by new ones are replaced ; 
And often, after some few natural tears, 

The shrouded form, once tenderly embraced, 
Now hid from sight, from memory disappears ! 


Yet some are found more faithful far than wise, 
If in forgetfulness our wisdom lies ; 
And surely sacred are those lasting ties 
Which bind us to the absent and the dead, 
If from our dearest Lord’s heart-searching eyes 
(Himeelf unrivall’d) no reproof we dread. 


Oh, tell me not that my regrets are vain— 
Such comforters but aggravate my pain ; 
The Lord who gave withdraws His gifts again, 
To teach us patience, not forgetfulness. 
A Stoic’s peace I seek not to attain ; 
But when He smites me, still His name to bless ! 
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SEPTEMBER 6. 


“Leah was tender-eyed,*—Rachel was beautiful and well- 
favoured.” Gen, xxix. 17. 


Tue Leah of my thoughts had eyes 
Serene and lovely, soft and blue, 

Sweet azure, like her country’s skies ; 
And meek in temper, kind and true, 
The Leah whom my Fancy drew. 


Her heart, though wounded, ne’er rebell’d, 
‘Though hers were griefs not small nor few ; 
She wept alone, by faith upheld— 
Faith which Gon’s ancient people knew ; 
Such was the Leah Fancy drew. 


Of stately gait, yet arch and gay, 
And glossy locks, of raven hue ; 

And eyes whose sparkling, laughing ray, 
A holier light would oft subdue, 
Was Rachel, such as Fancy drew. 


She, too, had faith ; and caught from far 

The light that shone those shadows through, 
Emitted from the ‘‘ morning star”’ 

That rose, though dimly, on her view. 

Such was the Rachel Fancy drew. 


So favour’d and so honour’d each, 
To either sister love is due ; 

The faults of both a lesson teach, 
While we the faithful portrait view 
Which Inspiration’s pencil drew. 


* Dr. A. Clarke thinks that the original expression, which our 
translators have rendered “‘tender-eyed,” denotes more properly, 
be soft and beautiful of eyes ;” an idea which it is more pleasing to 

opt. 
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The meek and loving Leah claims 
Our tenderness and pity too ; 

And Rachel says to modern dames, 
‘We ne’er were privileged like you : 
Our portraits Truth, not Fancy, drew!” 


SEPTEMBER 7. 


“ The Lord watch between me and thee when we are abeent 


one from another.” Gen. xxxi. 49. 
“ Being taken from you—in presence, not in heart.” 
1 Thess ii. 17. 


WueEn forced to bid the friends farewell 
Who in our hearts and memories dwell, 
We think the trials of a life 

Compose that agonizing strife ! 

Distill’d from every pang appears 

The bitter essence of those tears! 

But friends who loved on earth shall love 
Better in that bright world above, 
Where evil passions, once so prone 

To wound affection, are unknown, 

Nor disappointed feelings find 

Their preference and approval blind. 
No room for disappointment there, 
Where all the Sartour’s image wear ! 
No doubt shall there, nor discord rude, 
Nor separation’s pang, intrude ; 

But mingled is earth’s sweetest cup, 
And half our life is here made up 

Of griefs the proud heart seldom tells, 
Of disappointments and farewells ! 
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SEPTEMBER 8. 
“ Thou didst hide Thy face and I was troubled —Pasa, Xxx. 7. 


Disconsor.ate, I walk abroad, 

To muse on Nature and her Gop ; 

But hidden is His face and smile, 

And heavy is my heart the while : 

The very sun to me appears 

As if he strove to smile through tears ; 
In sighs the soft breeze round me floats ; 
And the wing’d warblers’ merry notes 
(So sweet to hearts at ease) to me 

Are plaintive as an elegy, 

Though once with melody replete 

When inward peace made al/ things sweet. 


It surely ne'er was thus, unless 
Ourselves the cause of our distress ; 
For kindest in the darkest hour, 

In truth unequall'd as in pow'r, 

The Saviour is a Friend whose worth 
Admits no rival upon earth, 

Who never varies with our mood, 
Divinely gracious, kind, and good ; 
Whose tenderness all praise exceeds ; 
The very Friend our nature needs. 
Since in myself the cause must lie, 
Then “let me search my ways and try ;”’ 
And own my folly’s due reward, 

“ And turn again unto the Lord!” 


Whene’er our hearts unfaithful prove, 

And ‘leave their first’’ and dearest “love,” 
Though (thanks to grace) but for a while, 
Deluded by the tempter’s guile, 
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How hateful to ourselves we seem, 

When waken’d from our guilty dream ; 
How well one lesson we are taught, — 

To know that we are less than nought ; 
We ne’er before so deeply knew 

The source from whence our help we drew, 
Nor could so fervently confess 

The Lord our strength and righteousness ! 
The ties that loosen'd seem’d before 

Are tighten’d thus for evermore ; 

We feel how infinite our debt 

And cannot soon our sin forget ! 

Thus is humility inspired, 

Of every grace the most required, 

Yet, haply, that which least we sought— 
Though painfully, not dearly, bought ! 
Since aNy price, with Heaven in view, 

Is to its priceless value due ! 


SEPTEMBER 9. 


“ Thine heart was lifted up because of thy beauty.” 
Ezek. xxviii 17. 
Tue wind that lifts thy shining curls, 
And fans thy beanteous brow, 
Its viewless course less lightly whirls, 
Fair maid than thou! 


Soft, silken winds! that, sighing, pass, 
Just move the slender spray ; 
Just agitate the flow’rs, alas, 
Then die away! 


The scentless rose, as all agree, 
Hath little worth indeed ; 
And so may HEARTLEss beauty be, 
In worth, a weed ! 
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SEPTEMBER 10. 


* Roast not thyself of to-morrow, fur thou knowest not what 
a day may bring forth. Prov. xxvii. 1. 
To boast of knowledge only shows 
Our ignorance— but most of all 
To boast of what no mortal knows ; 
That which to-morrow may befall. 


‘Tis Gopv’s the future to survey 
As yesterdays, already past ; 
Our wisdom is to spend each day 
As we would wish to spend our last. 


And now that judgments are abroad, 
Which every day are nearer brought, 

How gracious is the voice of Gop, 
Who says He will to-day be sought! 


SEPTEMBER II. 


“If any man love not the Lord Jesus Christ, let him be 
Anathema Maran-atha.” 1 Cor. xvi 22. 
You ask me why you now should seek 
In Gop’s own land your lot, 
While life’s first bloom is on your cheek ? 
Dear youth ! why not ? 


The lesson taught by dying friends 
Have you so soon forgot ? 
You say the thonght to sadness tends ; 
And ah! why not? 


You saw that vouth no life ensures, 
When Death his arrows shot ; 
But think that case may ne’er be yours : 
Alas! why not ? 
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You ask, must you surrender aL? 
Yet blush to tell me what: 
If faults and follies, great and small, 
Dear youth! why not ? 


But when did Faith the fairest hues 
From off life’s tablet blot ? 
If aught besides you cannot lose, 
Then say, why not ? 


O test the truth, ’ere friends have fled, 
And changed be every spot ; 
Or else let conscience in my stead 
Enquire, why not ? 


If Gop alone with peace can fill 

The palace and the cot, 
In whom you see uo beauty still, 
Then say, why not 7? 


This question earnestly revolve, 
*Ere yet His wrath be hot, 
And ’ere He thus the problem solve, 
‘You loved me not !”’ 


And ‘if a man love not the Lord,” 
We know his final lot ; 
Read for thyself that awful word, 
And tempt Him not! 


SEPTEMBER 12. 


“I will instruct thee and teach thee in the way which thou 
shalt go: 1 will guide thee with mine eye.” Psa. xxxii. 8. 
REFLECTING, as we often may, 
How dangers and privations blend 
To haunt and vex us on our way, 
Wo would forbear to say 
Lord, guide me to the end? 
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For well I know, another guide 
Would but my confidence betray ; 
re feet would quickly turn aside, 
ured by sense and pride, 
And I should miss my way. 


But oh! to feel that Thou art near, 
Whate’er Thy wisdom may decree, 
The darkest path shall charm and cheer ; 
Nor, dying, shall 1 fear 
To cast my soul on Thee ! 


SEPTEMBER 13. 


“ Sorrowing most of all for the words which he spake, that 
they should see his face no more.” Acts xx. 34, 


Our paths may never meet again, 
Yet I could see thee go, 

And forcibly the tears restrain 
That struggled hard to fllow— 

But was it that I loved thee not? 
O say not, think not so! 

Though true to thee, I ne’er forgot 
The deeper love I owe. 


To Him who call’d thee hence, and leaves 
Thy faithful friend alone ; 

For willingly He never grieves ; 
And may His’ will be done ! 

And soon, Lee goon we cannot tell, 
His wisdom we shall! own, 

Where friends no more shall say farewell ; 

In Him for ever one! 
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But were our parting here without 
The hope of meeting there ; 

Or could I feel one darkling doubt, 
Thy loss I could not bear. 

’Tis sad from kindred minds to part, 
Who all our feelings share, 

But we’ve a med’cine for the heart, 
The word of Gon, and prayer! 


SEPTEMBER 14. 


“A son honoureth his father: if then I be a Father, where 


is mine honour? saith the Lord ?” Mail. i. 6. 
“And Enoch walked with God; and he was not, for God 
took him.’’ Gen. v. 24. 


Tue child that loves his father, tries 

To keep his precepts, great and small ; 
And he who on a friend relies 

His counsel values most of all. 


But man reluctantly attends 
When Gon, his hencal Father, speaks, 
And from the kindest of his friends 
Withholds the confidence he seeks. 


When saints, as Enoch, walk with Gon, 
With joy angelic bands look forth, 

And such communion on the road 
Would change to Paradise this earth. 


But since no two can gladly walk 
Together who are not agreed, 
While of such blessedness we talk 
O have our hearts been changed indeed ? 
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SEPTEMBER 15. 


“ All that the Father giveth me shall come to me; and him 
that cometh to me I will in no wise cast out.” John vi. 37. 


ANpb must the sinner, vile, impure, 

Go as HE 18 to Christ for cure? 

O yes! nor hesitate nor stay : 

None else can cleanse his stains away,— 
And what, poor sinner, canst thou do ? 
Thy life is Hise—thy pardon too! 

His mercies all thy guilt exceed, 

Nor will He break the bruised reed : 

His invitation courts thee still, 

‘‘Come all who mourn, come all who will, 
Nor fear that I will cast ye out, 

But fear one word of mine to doubt.” 
Then, sinner, harden not thy heart, 

But go at once, and as thou art. 

And when thou'rt cleansed from leprous sin 
(That rouLest leprosy wiTH1Nn) 

To Him, thy Priest, the tribute give, * 
And ever to His glory live! 


SEPTEMBER 16. 


“ And I saw the beast, and the kings of the carth, and their 
armies gathered together to make war against Him that sat on 
the horse, and sgainst his ariny.” Rev. xix. 19. 


Wuar sheeted flames this earth shall scath, 
What thunders shall astound the world, 
What indignation, ruin, wrath, 
Shall on apostate hosts be hurl’d! 


* Mark i. 40—4¢4. 
N 
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That wicked faction, fierce and bold, 
Repentant Israel's deadly foes, 

The ‘“ Gog and Magog’ long foretold, 
Which Gop and Israel shall oppose ! 


But [He who rules the stormy deep, 
He whom the frantic eiids obey, 
Speaks, and His word at once shall sweep 
Rebellion’s maddened waves away ! 


Then haste, ye “‘ Israelites indeed,” 
From lands remote, and distant isles ; 
Millennial glories shall succeed, 
And Nature bask beneath His smiles! 


That Jubilee, that reign of Peace, 
Shall bless the Gentile, and the Jew ; 
But e’en Millennial years shall cease, 
For lo! He maketh all things new! 


And whe the glories can conceive 
Of place and state that never fade ; 
Which nought could purchase or achieve 
Less costly than the price He paid ? 


Through grace, alone, shall we endure 
When heart and flesh are failing fast ; 

Yet well may hopes so bright and sure 
Cheer us, when teinpted, to the last ! 


SEPTEMBER 17. 


“ According as it is written, I believed, and therefore have 1 
spoken ; we also believe, and therefore speak.’’ 2 Cor. iv. 13. 
How cold the love, the faith how weak, 
That dare not for a Saviour speak, 
When timid friends, or bolder foes, 
His truth dishonour or oppose ! 
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His touching voice we then might hear, 
‘Tis I, poor trembler, do not fear ‘”’ 
A word in season may be bless'd ; 

And when by cowardice suppress ‘d, 
Qur conscience will not give us peace, 
Nor soon will its reproaches cease ! 
Again we hear (or well we may) 

That touching voice more sadly say, 
‘Ungrateful ! once I died for thee, 
And hast thou not a word for me ? 
And dost thou thus pretend to prove 
Thy faith, thy loyalty, and love ?”’ 


But let us carefully beware 

Of falling in another snare,— 

And thinking that by any word 

Of ours we glorify 4 e Lord, 
Unless in secret prayer we seck 

His blessing on the words we speak. 
Into such strange extremes we fall ; 
Unprofitable servants, all ! 


SEPTEMBER 18. 


“And when they were escaped, then they knew that the 
island was called Melita, (now Malta).” Acts xxviii, }. 


Meuita’s buming rock displays 

Few beautics to a painter's eye, 
Yet cannot I recall the days 

Ive linger’d there without a sigh : 
No woodlands green relieve the scene, 

No hmpid streams run gurgling by, 
But all around is barren ground, 

Beneath a blinding, blazing sk 
Thou sultry rock, I fe thee Ball, 
For Fnendship’s sake, and ever will! 

NZ 
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Sirocco, withering to the heart, 
There makes the languid frame its prey ; 
Such air as scorching winds impart 
Sweeps all life’s energies away ; 
Yet many there for health repair, 
Where few are willing long to stay : 
Once to my taste, a barren waste, 
Till Friendship’s more delightful dav. 
(Soon, soon, to close in shadows chill) 
I loved thee then, and ever will ! 


There, too, delusion’s deadlier bligh 
Its more pernicious influence threw ; 
Yet many ‘a burning, shining light,” 
Melita, on thy shores I knew. 
Thy natives claim, for thee the name 
Of ‘‘ Ocean's flower,’ * whose flowers are few, 
And thou to me, shalt ever be 
‘“‘ Forget me not,’ a name most due,— 
For many lingering memories still 
Reply “ We never, NEVER will!” 


Not for thyself, least verdant isle 
That studs the beauteous inland sea ; 
Thy sun’s intense, eternal smile, 
Thy forts and ramparts charm not me : 
But the dear few whom there I knew, 
And never more may hope to see, 
They dwell no more on thy far shore, 
But hallow every thought of thee! 
Renown’d im sacred story still, 
I've loved thee long, and ever will ! 


And therefore will I seek thy peace 
In prayer (none other means are mine), 
That error’s thraldom soon may cease, 
And Malta's sons “ arise and shine.” 


* The Maltese call their island, “ 7/ flor del mare!" 
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Thy native race may Truth and Grace 
And hallow’d intercourse refine ; 

And clear and bright, may Gospel light 
Diffuse its influence divine ! 

Haven of Paul! who doubtless still 

Remembers thee, and ever will ! 


SEPTEMBER 19. 


“Thou hast thrust sore at me, that I might fall: but the 
Lord helped me.” Psa. cxvili. 13. 


Ye who say “miracles have ceased,”’ 
Nay, some exceptions make, at least, 
Since each convicted soul can cry 

No! fora miracle am J / 

A miracle of sparing grace 

Shower’d on ingratitude so base ; 

A miracle which angel-eyes 

May view and study with surprise ; 
Who know the truth, and love it too, 
Yet never to myself am true ; 

Whose feelings every moment veer, 
Howe’er in principle sincere ; 

One hour so full of joy and trust, 
Another “cleaving to the dust.” 

My state description would defy, 
Surely a miracle am J / 

Yet He whose truth all hearts must own 
Can work a miracle alone ; 

Such contradiction to Ilis laws 

Must have another source and cause,— 
Myself! temptation’s powerless prey, 
And led too easily away. 

But (while His Spirit thus I grieve) 
Still to repent, and still to live, 
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Spared though so false, Hts truth to plead, 
his is a miracle indeed! 

For which for ever be adored 

The name of our long-suffering Lord ! 


SEPTEMBER 20. 


“ God is love."—1 John iv. 16. 

“ Be ye thankful.”—Col. ili. 15. 
ABOUNDING mercies, day by day, 
Upon our hearts should seal 
A truth which few refuse to say, 

But all are slow to feel: 


That when in aught of ours we boast, 
We glory in our shame ; 

But ‘“ Gop is love,” and we were lost 
If Love were not His name! 


Yet often when temptations sore 
Our faith and patience tried, 

We thought ourselves afflicted more 
Than all the world beside ; 


And dared to think our fate too hard, 
(A bold, presumptuous thought,) 
_And wonder’d why we were debar’d 
“, ‘The fancied good we sought ! 


A 


, 


SEPTEMBER 21. 


‘ Having a desire to depart, and to be with Christ, which is 
far better.” Pha. i, 28. 
Tne peaceful pleasures of our home 
May make us disinclined to roam : 
Or, summon’d for a while elsewhere, 
Our thoughts, our hearts, are ever there. 
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But for our Father's home above, 

Of purer peace and happier love, 

Not thus our hearts within us burn, 
And seldom there our wishes turn : 
Though often have our lips confess’d, 
With sighs, that ‘‘this is not our rest :”’ 
’Tis well if homeless, friendless woe 
Have made us long, at last, to go. 

But better far, when Grace has made 
The glow of earthly feelings fade ; 
When e’en the brightest earthly lot, 
Compared with Christ, attracts us not: 
The bloom which joy to nature lends, 
Compared with joy that never ends! 


SEPTEMBER 22. 


“ There (/febron) they buried Abraham and Sarah his wife, 
there they buried Isaac and Rebekah hia wife; and there | 
(Jacob) buried Leah.” Gen, xlix. 81. 


Ar Hebron, a region of vineyards, the mind 
Is not sadden’d or shock’d as elsewhere : 
So sweetly have Nature and culture combined 

To render it fertile and fair. 


One thinks,—could that plain in the Patriarch’s 
days 
Be clothed with more beautiful green ; 
Or the fields, and the groves, and the hills to his 
e 
Afford a more exquisite scene ? 


A populous town modern Hebron is still, 
Surrounded by verdure and bloom ; 

Not now at the brow, but the base of the hill, 
And enshrining the Patriarch’s tomb. 
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But that tomb, though the greatest attraction of 
all 


Meets only the Mussulman’s eye ; 
For above is a mosque, with its minaret tall, 
And the Christian intruder must die ! 


Nor yet is the Jew, though his claims be the best, 
That privilege suffer'd to share ; 

Repel’d at the threshold, in ¢his he must rest, 
That the dust of his fathers is there ! 


SEPTEMBER 23. 


“ The Lord will regard the prayer of the destitate.” 
Pea. chi. 17. 


Anp who so destitute as one 
Who only knows that he is vile, 
Upon whose seared heart ne’er shone 
A Saviour’s renovating smile ? 


But can he pray? Heaven only knows 
What means the cry of his despair ; 
But every praying Christian owes 
A case so sad uis fervent prayer. 


Should earth no sunny he afford, 

Should all things bright and pleasant flee, 
Yet none are destitute, O Lord, 

Who are not destitute of Thee ! 
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SEPTEMBER 24. 


“ For as the body without the spirit is dead, so faith without 
works is dead also.” James ii. 26. 


Ir corpse-like the beauty that lingers in Greece, 
As lifeless her church and its forms ; 
Wrapt in rigid, and cold, and insensible peace, 
hich as little vitality warms: 


The plant which in climates more healthy expands, 
Insensibly languishes here ; 
And the air which we breathe in these infidel 
lands 
Seems the freshness of feeling to sear ! 


SEPTEMBER 25. 


“Why art thou cast down, 0 my soul? and why art thou 
disquieted in me? Hope thou in God. Poa. xiii. 5. 


Yes! buoyant are our mental powers, 

When health, and joy, and friends are ours ; 

When bright with sunshine and with flowers 
No cloud our path o’erhangs ; 

But heavily the moments move 

When sever'd far from all we love— 

When all is dark below, above, 
And hours are told by pangs! 


When none are near whose feelings kind 

Are sweetly with our own entwined ; 

And no frank intercourse of mind 
Life’s daily care repays ; 

Monotonous its long-drawn view, 

Relieved by nothing bright or new, 

And well we know to-morrow’s hue 
Will but reflect to-day’s ! 
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This languid, morbid humour, known 

To minds diseased and dull alone, 

With shame and self-reproach I own 
Too oft oppresses me ; 

The heart i Jesus reigns should o’er 

The past, the present, weep no more: 

Its brighter prospects stretch before 
Into eternity ! 


SEPTEMBER 26. 
“(Charity suffereth long, and is kind."—1 Cor. xiii. 4. 


Wuie Candour starts, and Conscience mourns, 
Against me both concur ; 

Not mine this grace that most adorns 
The Christian character. 


I know my heart to few goes forth 
(A anes dear and fond) ; 

And falsely deems it heaven on earth, 
A desert all beyond! 


But ah! our wide-spread, guilty race 
The Saviour view'd not thus! 

And now He seeks this god-like grace, 
Expansive love, in us / 


QO loving Saviour, make it mine! 
None else this grace can give : 
The charity indeed divine 
Which yearns o’er all that live! 


1 friends I love—my own worst foe 
Jan pardon and forget : 
But how such feelings fall below 

The standard Tuov hast set ! 
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SEPTEMBER 27. 
« Be still, and know that I am God.—Psa. xlvi. 10. 


ALTHOUGH we may, and must forbear, 
In any trouble to rebel ; 

Relying on our Saviour’s care, 
And that he doeth all things well, 


Tis hard to see a FRIEND'S distress, 
Unless our hearts be harder still ; 

We feel our own afflictions less, 
Nor bend to Gon’s our stubborn will. 


The grief of those we love, to see 
Their physical or mental pain— 

A burden to our hearts must be ; 
The heaviest load we can sustain ! 


SEPTEMBER 28. 


“ Vengeance belongceth unto me, ] will recompense, saith the 
rd.” Heb. x. 80. 
“T have called you friends,’’— John xy. 15. 
Ir real or imagined wrongs 
Should call uo bitter feeling forth, 
Since vengeance to the Lord belongs, 
The righteous Judge of all the earth ; 


Then must Satanic malice move 
The wretch that can a friend betray, 
And kindness, confidence, and love, 
With insincerity repay. 


If great our guilt such ties to rend, 

What judgments would become our due 
If faithless to our highest Friend, 

Who died to prove His friendship true ? 
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SEPTEMBER 29. 


“Moreover whom he did predestinate, them he also called ; 
and whom he called, them he also justified.” Rom. viil. 30. 


Have I been call’d? yes, surely, Lord, 
By Thy good Spirit, and Thy word ; 
By gracious showers not seldom pour'd, 
And blessings from Thy hands : 
But one who still in secret sighs 
For aught Thy providence denies, 
Too feebly struggles for a prize 
Which au the heart demands ! 


What daily, hourly help I need, 

To keep, to teach me, and to lead, 

And grace to know and feel indeed 
That I am safe in Thee! 

This witness, secret, strong, and sure, 

To all who patiently endure, 

Whose faith and love and life are pure, 
An inward heaven must be! 


SEPTEMBER 30. 


“ When a few years are come, then I shall go the way whence 
T shall not return.” Jub xvi. 22. 


Tue blooming year is fading fast, 
This month’s sweet airs have sigh’d their last : 
Another stage of time is past, 
And nearer brings Eternity : 
Eternity ! that vast, 
That shoreless sea! 


OCTOBER. 205 


Soon, borne upon its bosom wide, 
As Judgment shall at last decide, 
We all delightedly shall glide, 
Or headlong dash‘d, in darkness toss'd, 
Rush with the mighty tide, 
Forever lost ! 


If ’ere to-morrow I should be 
Launch’d suddenly on that great sea, 
O Saviour “bid me come to Thee,’’ * 
And walk the waves which Thou hast trod, 
King of Eternity, 
And Lamb of Gop! 


OCTOBER 1. 


“The carth did quake, and the rocks rent, and the graves 
were opened.” Matt. xxvii. 51, 52. 


Once did Messiah’s dving groan 
The rocks and mountains move ; 
And can the human heart alone, 
More hard, more cold than rocks or stone, 
Resist His love? 


Ye sick, ye dying, look, and take 
The remedy He brings ; 
Come ye whose hearts in secret ache, 
And ye who thirst, your sufferings slake 
At Mercy’s springs! 


What hearts are ours! His love to spurn 
Who once our sorrows bore; 
He cries! and we refusé to turn! 
Will not at last His anger burn, 
And spare no more ? 


* Matt. xiv. 28, etc. 
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OCTOBER 5. 


“© that I were ag in months past, as in the days when God 
preserved me: when his candle shined upon al seinen and by 
his light I walked through darkness!” xxix. 2. 


Lorp, if the work was ever Thine, 
Forbid it thus to cease! 

I feel the vital warmth decline 
Of confidence and peace. 


Breathe, Holy Spirit, softly breathe 
Upon this wither’d heart, 

Life to the smother’d germs beneath 
Its earthliness impart ! 


Repair the loss, forgive the wrong ; 
Low in the dust I lie; 

Though grieved so deeply and so long, 
QO leave me not to die! 


I know the vows that ne’er were kept 
Deserve this doom to meet ; 
But deep repentance never wept 


Unheeded, at Thy feet ! 


To save me from this saddest death 
Almighty, still, Thou art: 

Then breathe once more, but softly breathe, 
Upon this wither’d heart! 
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OCTOBER 6. 


“Be ye therefore perfect, even as your Father which ir in 
heaven is perfect." Matt v 48. 


Wuart means that precept to a fallen race, 

Saved through compassion, and redecm’d by grace: 
What creature, though of high and holy state, 
Can infinite perfections emulate ? 


Who, though the Saviour never pone in vain, 
Can to supernal excellence attain ! 

Yet, since from Wisdom’s lips that precept fell, 
We ought to ponder and to weigh it well. 


One golden rule would well our pains reward, 
To take no meaner model than the Lord! 

No standard Jower than that peerless worth 
Which never had its counterpart on earth! 


But who that high comparison could bear, 

Or his attainments with his hopes compare / 

All our perfection, who ourselves have none, 

Is in the Saviour, with the Father One. 

Nor by perfection’s self shall we be loath’d, 

In robes so beauteous, though extraneous clothed ! 


OCTOBER 7. 
“Forgive us our sins.”"—~Lude xi. 4 


For free forgiveness day by day, 

And hour by hour, while here we live 
Whate’er our state we well may pray : 
Que word we all have need to say 

From morn till night—* Forgive!’ 

Oo 
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Nor to our gracious Gon alone, 

But oft to those with whom we live, 
For faults and failings, one by one, 
For all we do, or leave undone, 

This prayer is due—‘“ Forgive !” 


OCTOBER 8. 


‘' His compassions fail not: they are new every morning.” 
Lam, iii, 22, 23 


Tue tinted East, in mantle bright, 
Seems smiling a farewell to Night ; 
The birds are waking with the light, 
No longer pale and dim ; 
And matin-melodies unite 
In one sweet hymn. 


All Nature in thanksgiving vies, — 

The waking earth, the kindling skies, 

Kach breeze that flutters, floats, or sighs, 
And yon retiring star ; 

In warmer thanks our souls should rise, 
More favour'd far. 


Can all be well when we are slow 
To pay the morning debt we owe, 
While all things wake, above, below, 
Shall man the summons loath, 
And his best privilege forego 
For sleep and sloth ? 


O Gratitude, look forth, and view 
New mercies shower'd like morning dew ; 
Then if thou be sincere and true 
In Gop, the Giver's sight, 
Each morning will thy praise renew, 
And noon, and night ! 
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OCTOBER 9. 


“So teach us to number our days, that we may apply our 
hearts unto wisdom.” Paa. xc. 12 


In this probationary state, 
How il to dream and vegetate, 
And slumber life away ! 
How humbling is the thought to one 
Who knows what interests hang upon 
Each moment of each day ! 


But wHo, in Heaven’s heart-searching sight, 
Appreciates or pape aright 

The transitory boon 
Of moments which to Heaven’s high court 
And judgment-seat bear some report 

Which we must answer soon ? 


OCTOBER 10. 
“Your life is hid with Christ in God "—Col. tii, 3 


Fartu’s bright and grand anticipation, 
(To purify the heart design’d, 
And warm and clevate the mind,) 
Soars through an atmosphere refined 
Up to the Author of Salvation. 
O that the Lord himself would aid me 
To realize a thought so high! 
I have a soul that cannot die, 
Created for eternity, 
And soon shall see the Gop who made me! 


o 2 
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OCTOBER 11. 


“Babylon the great is fallen, is fallen —Come out of her, 
my people, that ye be not partakers of her sins, and that ye 
receive not of her plagues.” Rev. xviii. 2 and 4. 


TIME was when I thought that a faith, if sINCERE 
Must be safe, and its censors too hard ; 

And could blindly its blindest professors revere, 
Or, if pleasing, as friends could regard. 


But the student of Scripture for ever must cease 
To cherish such modified views ; 

If his pity for souls so deluded increase, 
The delusion he cannot excuse. 


He cannot excuse so delusive a creed, 
A faith under priestly control ; 

Well may it to cold infidelity lead, 
That deepest abyss of the soul! 


OCTOBER 12. 


“ And in the seventh month, on the first day of the month, ye 
shall have an holy convocation, Ye shall do no servile work 
it 1s a day of blowing the trumpets unto you.” Numb xxix. 1. 


“ THE feast of trumpets,” Rabbins say. 
(Who claim expository powers, ) 
Commemorates that most ancient day, 
The birth-day of this world of ours. 
When its ponderous “ globe on nothing’’ was 
“hung,” 
And the morning stars together sung, 
And through heavenly hosts hallelujahs rung ! 
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On Earth’s last day a blast more dread 

Shall from th’ Archangel’s trump be blown ; 
And summon all the quick and dead 

To stand before the “great white throne!” 
But that dreadful blast shall never confound 
“The people that know the joyful sound ”’ 
Of the Gospel, inviting the wide world around ! 


OCTOBER 13. 


** Let us search and try our ways. and turn again to the Lord.” 
Lam, iii, 40. 


* The sin which doth so easily beset us.’'—J/ed. xii 1. 


O ‘candle of the Lord” within, 
Show me my most besctting sin! 

I closely search my heart and mind, 
But there so many do I find, 

That in conjecture I am lost 

Of that which doth beset me mast ! 
On each, thy light so broadly throw, 
That all my danger I may know. 
Since e’en a lawless wish or thought, 
The snares of temper, sloth, or aught 
Which grace or conscience ill controls, 
May prove the ruin of our souls. 


OCTOBER 14. 


* Cursed is the man that trusteth in man.—HBlessed is the 
man that trusteth in the Lord.” Jer xvil o—7 


Since friends may soon become our foes, 
In One, alone, let faith repose : 
In Him who first His people chose 
Ere Him they chose or knew : 
Whose love no vacillation knows: 
For ever true? 
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Our trust He never will betray, 
Nor cast His supplicants away. 
Not thus may earthly friends repay 
Our confidence and zeal : 
For wound the trusting heart they may, 
But never heal! 


Or slightly heal and deeply wound ! 
Such bitter fruits on evil ground 
The creature-worshipper hath found ! 
(And conscience can record) 
But happy they whose hearts are bound 
Fast to the Lord! 


OCTOBER 15. 


“ Blessed isthe man that keepeth the Sabbath from polluting 
it,” ete. Isa. \vi. 2. 


Ir the Sabbath at al/ times, and everywhere 
Comes with “ healing” and peace on its wings, 
When the TRAVELLER pauses its blessings to 
share, 
What balm to the spirit it brings! 


How often the weary then welcomed the word 
Of the Life, and the Truth, and the Way ; 
And themes which too often were listlessly heard, 
Fell freshly and sweetly that day! 


How home to our hearts the convictions then came, 
Which own no conventional bands ; 

‘ Everlasting’ the Gospel —the Saviour the same, 
In all languages, nations, and lands! 


OCTOBER. 215 


OCTOBER 16. 


“J, John, who also am your brother and companion in tribu- 
lation, and in the kingdom and patience of Jesus Christ, was in 
the lale that is called Patmos, for the word of God, and for the 
testimony of Jesus Christ.” Rev. i. 9. 


Turoveu the fair Archipelago, spangled with isles, 
With breezes our canvas to fan, 

And a sea and a sky cover'd over with smiles, 
I remember our voyage began. 


Next day, what an object stood out to our sight ! 
None such can all Ocean afford — 
Lone Patmos! where John had those visions of 
light 
Imparted direct from the Lord ! 


The island, though small, is distinctly defined, 
And a prominent outline displays : 

QO cold were the heart, and unholy the mind 
Which there with indifference could gaze ! 


Thence issued predictions and warnings sublime, 
Of vast and unspeakable worth : 

Revealing the course and completion of Time, 
The doom, and the prospects of Earth. 


The crisis foretold is approaching us fast, 
Decisive to each and to all; 

The hour of temptation, the darkest and last, 
When some, ila! many, will fall! 


Were those warnings more ponder’d, with prayer 
that the grace 
Which gave them, the study would bless, 
What a talisman precious and true would our race 
In that hour of temptation possess! 
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OCTOBER 17. 


‘‘ The time is short.”—1 Cor. vii. 29. 


WHEN we have lightly cast away 
The means afforded by one day, 

The helps by patient pity given 

To lead us on our way to heaven, 
The soul, once taught of Gon, detects, 
’Ere long, the sin in its effects ; 

Soon shall it mourn its absent rest, 
By its own faithlessness distress’d. 
For not in Pleasure’s syren-strain, 
Not with the heartless and the vain, 
Not in unmeaning mirth’s excess, 
The child of God found happiness ; 
Nor in the smiles he valued not, 

And could not trust, his guilt forgot ; 
But wakes to reap his due reward,— 
Shame, and the absence of his Lord! 


OCTOBER 18. 
“ Take heed to your spirit.’’—Afal. ii. 15. 


THE current calmly glides, 
Yet danger lurks beneath ; 

How smooth a surface hides _ 
The deep abyss of death! 


Amid our happiest hours, 
May poison taint the soul ; 

As once mid Eden’s flowers 
The subtle serpent stole. 
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In trouble and in peace 
We must alike beware ; 
When once to watch we cease, 
We walk into a snare! 


What wisdom and what strength, 
With snares on erery hand, 

Shall guide our feet, at length, 
Safe to a sinless land ? 


OCTOBER 19. 


“ Thus saith the Lord, for three tranagressions of Damascus 
and for four, | will not turn away the punishment thereof.” 


Amos i. 
To enter Damascus, the labour completes 
(As we thought) of a day of fatigue ; 
We wound through the maze of its intricate 
strects, 
And fancied it many a league! 


The homes of the wealthy are lavishly deck’d 
With all that can dazzle and please, 
And their courts all the coolness and fragrance 
collect 
Of flowers, and fountains, and trees. 


Nor less have their ladies of beauty and grace, 
Than all the bright objects around, 

But the maidens and matrons of Isracl’s race 
The fairest and noblest are found. 


A tale was abroad, and some credit had gain’d, 
By the Jews’ cruel enemies forged, 
That the blood of a priest had their passover 
stain’d, 
And their merciless appetites gorged ! 
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We heard it—but not for one moment believed, — 
That tale had too often been told, 

And always its full refutation received, 
Well worthy a Haman of old! 


The rich were attainted—a fact which the drift 
Of the charge to elucidate tends ; 

But oh! how we long’d such a statement to sift, 
So grievous to Israel’s friends! 


For ourselves, well assured that the story through- 
out, 
Was devised by their deadliest foes, 
Enquiry expel’d every shade of a doubt 
Of the source whence the slander arose. 


If all the severe bastinado could do 
Was its poor, sinking victims to move, 
To stammer assent or concessions untrue, 
Whose guilt does such evidence prove ? 


Nor women nor children, the helpless and fair, 
The youth or the gray-headed sire, 

Could move their remorseless accusers to spare, 
Or pity or Justice inspire. 


On high is their judgment—to Him it belongs, 
Who calls Himself “ King of the Jews :” 

But few are insensible now of their wrongs, 
And few to acquit them refuse. 


For one of the noblest and best of their race 
Has “caused their reproaches to cease :” 
Oh soon may their sorrows, their wrongs, and dis- 
race, 
Conclude in Salvation and Peace! 


* Sir Moses Montefiore 
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OCTOBER 20. 


“ Finally—farewell! The God of love and peace shall bv 
with you.” 2 Cor, xili, 12. 


We parted—and the gencrous tear 
That slowly fill’d thine eyes, 

First won my gratitude sincere, 
My sad, yet pleased surprise. 


Long ‘ere that hour had I begun 
Thy gentle worth to prove ; 

But ’twas that parting tear which won 
My grateful, lasting love. 


Strange! that the hour of Friendship’s birth 
Should be the parting hour, 

And give to ties dissolved on earth 
Indissoluble power ! 


For Christian friends shall meet again, 
(Nor distant far the day,) 

When parting-tears, and ani and pain 
Shall all have pass'’d away ! 


OCTOBER 21. 
“ By grace ye are saved."—Fph. ii. 5. 


So since our hope from first to last 

On grace alone must all be cast, 

To grace so long, so amply proved, 
May I commit the souls I’ve loved, 
The dear ones left, the dear ones flown, 
And “in well-doing’’ trust my own: 
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Though few of all I’ve loved remain, 
And those I ne’er may see again, 
Until before the Saviour’s face 

We sing this burden, ‘‘ Saved by grace!” 


OCTOBER 22. 


“And Jesus said, For judgment am I come into this world, 
that they which sec not might see; and that they which sec 
might be made blind.’’ John ix. 39, 


Again will He fulfil that word, 

When they who only seem’d to see, 

But darkness to the light prefer’d, 
Shall sightless be. 


And they who long in darkness groped, 

Heal’d by His touch, by grace made free, 

Beyond what trembling hearts had hoped, 
Shall clearly see! 


OCTOBER 23. 


“Blessed are the poor in spirit, for theirs is the kingdom of 
heaven.” Matt. v.3 


“THE poor in spirit’? must be they 
Who know the evil of their hearts, 

Which still to all they think, and say, 
And wish, and do, its taint imparts : 


And yet who would not, if they could, 

Be saved by aught but grace so free ; 
And know that in themselves no good 

Those eyes which search the heart can see. 
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Who therefore no reward can claim, 
But gladly, gratefully confess, 
Thev never can be put to shame 
Clothed in their Saviour’s righteousness ! 


OCTOBER 24. 


~ Blessed are they that mourn, for they shall be comforted ” 
Mutt, v. 1. 
Tar sorrow of the world has nought 
Of blessedness therein ; 
But with abundant blessings fraught 
Is every tear for sin: 


We feel it not beneath the load 
Of self-reproach and pain, 
Until our Father and our Gov 
Smiles on His child again ° 


OCTOBER 25. 
“ Blessed are the meck.'—~Matl. v5. 


Tuer meek are they who suffer long 

And patiently, reproach and wrong ; 

Who know their motives to be pure, 

Yet all injustice can endure, 

Nor ever of that cup complain’d 

Which once the meek Redeemer drain'd , 
Nor sought, when tempted most, and tried, 
To put the bitter draught aside ; 

Sustain’d in every varied ill 

By His beloved example still ; 

And still, like Him, they strive and pray 
Their foes with kindness to repay ; 

Though not the world’s applause they seek ; 
Ahke in joy and sorrow “ meek /”’ 
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OCTOBER 26. 


“ Blessed are they which do hunger and thirst after righteous- 
ness, for they shall be filled.” Matt. v. 6. 


Tus ever may our souls be fed !— 

The terms to “‘ hunger,”’ and to ‘ thirst”’ 
Express the keenest and the first 

Of all our many earthly wants. 

For sustenance the infant cries, 

And pity gives it, or it dies! 

More largely love divine supplies 

The living streams, the living bread, 

For which the spirit craves and pants ! 


OCTOBER 27. 


“ Blessed are the merciful, for they shall obtain mercy.” 
Matt. v 7. 
Ilow strange it seems, that since we live 
By grace and mercy merely, 
Qur sympathy we cannot give 
More eee and sincerely ! 
But in the gracious Saviour’s school 
We learn and read more clearly, 
This beautiful and golden rule, 
That ‘‘ Blessed are the merciful!’’ 


OCTOBER 28. 


* Blessed are the purc in heart. for they shall see God.” 
Matt. v. >. 


THouGH no denial there will be 

To those who their pollution see,‘ 

And sigh, and pray for purity, 
And earnestly endeavour 
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That best assurance to secure, 

Yet Faith, alone, can make us pure, 

And Gon’s approving smile insure, 
Now, and for ever! 


OCTOBER 29. 


“ Blessed are the peacemakers, for they shall be called the 
children of God.” Matt. v. 9 


The peace of Gop expands the heart, 
From all its fears relieved, 

And gladly would it now impart 
What freely it received. 


It fain would see contentions cease, 
And charity abound, 

And holy, everlasting peace, 
Diffused the world around ! 


OCTOBER 30. 


‘ Blessed arc they which are persecnted for righteousness’ 
sake.” Matt. 10, 11 


Ou care not for the cruel words, 

Which if ye be indeed the Lord’s 
Ye surely will provoke ; 

Since Pharisees of every age, 

Fill'd with malignity and rage, 
Thus ever felt and spoke. 


But closely search, and often pause 

To see if in yourselres no cause 
For all this outrage prove ; 

And strive to ascertain if aught 

This storm upon your heads has brought, 
Save loyalty and Jove! 
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OCTOBER 3}. 


‘ This know also, that in the last days perilous times shall 


come,” 


2 Tim. iii. 1. 


WuHeEN blasphemies abound, 
As now we know they do, 
When darkness gathers round, 

And few alas! are found 
In faith and practice true ; 


When men for forms contend, 
But suffer Jove to die, 

And less the truth defend 

Than shadows without end, 
Or some pernicious lie ; 


When infidels can walk 

With brazen front abroad ; 
When vice no shame can balk ; 
And heartless worldlings talk 

Of heavenly things, and Gop! 


Such signs may we discern, 
So palpable and plain! 

But Christian hearts will burn 

To welcome Christ’s return 
In righteousness to reign ! 


Expressly are we told 
Ere that decisive day, 
Rebellion shall grow bold, 
And Christian love wax cold, 
And many fall away. 


But hostile bands shall fall, 
While Isracl, favour’d still, 

bl He His name shall call, 
hose grace and glory all 
The conquer’d world shall fill ! 
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NOVEMBER 1. 


“While the earth remaineth, seed time and harvest, and cold 
and heat, and summer and winter, and day and night shall not 


cease.” Gen, vill. 22. 
Or all the portions of the year, 
This month, proverbially, 1s drear, 
In England s murky, cloudy clime ; 
But here, though summer hath gone by, 
Beneath a softer Syrian sky, 
It seems the year’s sweet evening-time. 


The glow of early hopes hath fled, 

Which once their dazzling sunbeams shed 
On life’s more fervent morning prime ; 

But may a better hght arise, 

More clear than that of Syrian skies, 
Upon its softer evening-time ! 


NOVEMBER 2. 


“For the Son of man is come to seek and to save that which 
was lost.” Matt, ».ix. 10. 
Hap Christ but come to teach our race 
The heavenly morals which He taught, 
We could not estimate such grace, 
Nor measure by our powers of thought. 


That Gop as man with man should dwell, 
And seek the lost— Himself unsought '— 
But who can adequately tell 
At what a price our peace was bought ? 


He died, that sinners might not die, 
Yet sinners set Elim still at nought ! 
A sight, to them that dwell on high, 
With more appalling wonder fraught 
P 
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NOVEMBER 3. 


« He that is of a merry heart hath a continual feast.” 
Prov. xv. 1%. 


A French philosopher renown’d 

Was heard this saying to propound,— 
That he who loves not dread (life’s staff), 
And music, and an infant’s laugh, 

Of all the men beneath the sun 

Was just that man whom he would shun! 
What curious fancies will occur 

E’en to a sage philosopher ! 

And such was this; but, stop a minute— 
Perhaps there may be something in it : 
At least, ere we with whimsies tax him, 
We'll try to analyze his maxim. 


To be content with simple food, 

And bless the Giver of all good, 
Perhaps denotes a mind more pure 
Than revels in an Epicure. 

More happy still, if he has known 
That “ man lives not bv bread alone,’ 
Composed with perishable leaven, 
But by the bread which came from Heaven ! 
And few, whose souls are tuned aright, 

Are strangers to that pure delight 

Adapted to man’s first estate, 

And in his ruin still innate, 

Which (perfected) in Heaven abounds— 
«The pleasing concord of sweet sounds.”’ 
But happiest he, and favour’d most, 

Who, with the high angelic host, 

Feels the sweet music of Thy name, 


Messiah! thrill through all his frame! 
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And true it is, the guileless glee, 

The chuckling joy of infancy, 

Sweetly to every heart will glide 

Which sin has not quite petrified : 

Oft has it touch’d some chord which first 
The floodgates of emotion burst 

In hearts of stern and rigid men, 

Where feeling never woke till then. 

And he who lien that angels spread : 
To guard a helpless infant’s head, 

Those wings which, ’ere their task is told, 
Before th’ eternal throne they fold ; 

He who his Saviour’s anger shuns 

Will ne’er despise His little ones ! 


Thus far would I, for once, concur 

With this refined philosopher, 

(Though he my thoughts would much retrench, 
More philosophic, and more French.) 

May I, with “food convenient”’ fed, 

Be thankful for my daily bread, 

And still the harmless pleasures quaff 

Of music, and an infant’s laugh ! 


NOVEMBER 4. 
“ Who can stand before his cold ? "—Pea. cxlvii. 17. 


Wat is coldest in this world ? 
Streams which from the mountains flow ? 
Drops by northern frosts impearl’d? 
Winter’s ice, or Alpine snow ? 


No!—more cold than mountain-streams, 
Zembla’s ice, or frozen air, 
a that which warmest seems 
en the love of Gop is there! 
p 2 
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That which fel¢ and could impart 
Generous warmth, when life began ; 
Now, a selfish, frozen heart, 
Without love to Gop or man! 


NOVEMBER 5. 


“ Be thou our ruler, and let this ruin be under Thy hand.” 
Isa. iii. 6. 


WHEN bankrupt souls awake to see 

How in arrears with Heaven they stand, 
The utterance of their agony 
Is, “ Saviour, let this ruin be 


Under Thy hand!” 


Our hearts by idols were ensnared ; 
But, lo! we turn at Thy command ; 
And since in life our souls are spared, 


O, let this ruin be repair’d 
Under Thy hand! 


NOVEMBER 6. 


“ Brethren, pray for us."—1 Theas. v.25 

* And for me, that utterance may be given unto me, that | 
may open my mouth boldly to make known the mystery of the 
Gospel.” Ephes. vi. 19, 


Ir for our pastors we would pray, 
What blessings would our souls repay ; 
What treasures would our prayers unlock ! 
But if this duty we neglect, 
The Lord with leanness may correct 
Alike the shepherd and the flock ! 


NOVEMBER. 2 


‘, 
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te 


NOVEMBER 7. 


“Honour thy father and mother, that it may be well with 
thee.”’ Ephes. vi, 2, 8. 


“I bowed down heavily, as one that mourneth for his mother.” 
Psa, xxxv. 14. 


Tue “ Christian poet’ —aptly is his name 
Thus register’d upon the roll of fame— 
Sweetly hie “mother's picture’ once address'd, 
And well his filial sentiments express’d. 

We love the lines, so faithfully they tell 

What once we felt, and still remember well: 
The first, the best, the deepest love we've known, 
Due to a mother’s tenderness alone ; 

Unlike all other ties, however strong, 

Which to our nature or our lot belong. 

And is that claim predominant no more, 

And but remember’d what was felt before? 

Yet will her very name our spirits calin, 

And time but serves her memory to embalm. 
Strange were the selfishness, the heart were hard, 
That gave no echo to thy strain, sweet bard ! 
And now that I, like thee, can feast my eyes 
Upon that coveted and precious prize— 

A mother’s picture, delicately drawn 

In garb abolish’d ’ere my childhood’s dawn, 
Strange and uncomely to a modern eye, 

The fashion of a day long, long gone by,— 

I cannot consecrate to one so dear 

Strains like sweet Cowper’s—but a grateful tear. 
Those placid features, though to me unknown 
Till all the freshness pictured here had flown, 
And widow’d grief had left its tell-tale trace, 
Though meekly suffer’d, on her gentle face, 
Recall her living image as I gaze, 

‘Than beauty dearer’? to my youthful days. 
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Again I seem that earliest friend to see 

Who once was more than all the world to me ; 
Then clasp the case, and kiss that boon beloved, 
‘‘A mother's picture,” to her rest removed ; 
And pray, like Aer, to bear affliction’s rod, 

And leave her with her Saviour and her Gop! 


NOVEMBER 8. 


“ Do ye thus requite the Lord, O foolish people, and unwise ?” 
Deut. xxxii. 6. 


Ir thou the mingled drops canst count 
That form the gentlest shower, 

Then mayst thou reckon thy amount 
Of mercies every hour. 


But thou, whom no emotion warms 
For mercies hourly shed, 

Fear Jest those showers should swell to storms 
Of wrath upon thy head ! 


NOVEMBER 9. 


“ There is an accursed thing in the midst of thee, O Israel ; 
thou canst not stand before thine enemies until ye take away 
the accursed thing from among you.” Joshua vii. 18. 


WueEn loath this world’s delights to leave, 
To some “ accursed thing” we cleave! 
Perhaps some idol, fondly spared, 

With Gop too oft our hearts has shared. 
Should that which we too dearly prize 

Be pleasure, gold, or human ties, 
However specious be its name, 

Its fatal influence is the same, — 

The buds of brighter hopes to blast, 

And draw us from our Gop at last! 
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NOVEMBER 10. 


“ Prepare ye the way of the Lord.”— Mark i. 3. 
‘But who may abide the day of His coming, and who shall 
stand when He appeareth ? Mal. iii. 2. 


To weep, to fast, to watch, to pray, 
Touch’d by religious truths sublime ; 
To look for that stupendous day, 
When Christ shall come a second time ; 
All this will ill our hearts prepare, 
Unless the love of Gop be there! 


To feel a Saviour’s priceless worth, 
To love Him for Himself alone, 
To feel that naught in heaven or earth, 
E’er for His absence could atone, 
This only will our hearts prepare, 
And prove He reigns already there! 


NOVEMBER 11. 


“What communion hath light with darkness? Wherefore 
come out from among them, and be ye separate, saith the Lord.” 
2 Cor. vi. 14, 17. 


Tue air was loaded with perfumes 
Throughout the wide and gorgeous rooms, 
Glittering with all that’s bnght and Bry, 
And fill’d with groyps in rich arra 

The young and old were mingled t ere, 
The soft, the stern, the brave, the fair, 
The courteous, careless, cringing, cold, 
And forms and minds of every mould ; 
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And some who never met before, 

And in this world may meet no more ! 
Were in that dazzling circle seen, 

In costly garb, and courtly mien ; 

A galaxy of mingled light 

Gather’d to grace a gala-night : 

And cheeks which sadness suited best 

In artificial smiles were dress’d ; 

And eves where languor lately dwelt, 
Beam’d with urbanity unfelt ; 

Nor did the looks exchanged impart 

The real feelings of the heart, 

And many, wearied and restrain’d, 

The pleasure which they felt not, feign'd. 
Of all the hearts that swell'd so high, 

Or flutter’d there, they knew not why, 
Mix’d up by choice or chance among 
That artificial, motley throng, 

Perhaps not two, in feelings one, 

Beat in harmonious unison ; 

Nor gladly in that concourse met, 

Nor parted with sincere regret. 

No ledge those swift-wing’d moments gave, 
That they should meet beyond the grave ; 
Or if one solemn truth they taught, 

It surely caused a shuddering thought ! 


Oh how unlike those seasons sweet, 
When friends and minds congenial meet 
To take sweet counsel, and record 

The wondrous dealings of the Lord ; 
Their thoughts to mingle and improve, 
And grow in knowledge and in love! 
We might as suitably compare 

A fire-work’s artificial glare 

With the soft moon, whose rays serene 
Shed peace and beauty o’er the scene, 
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As groups dissimilar as these, 

In all that can improve and il 
Thank Heaven! if we have learnt at last 
Such pleasures truly to contrast ! 


The scene my memory thus pourtrays, 
Was one of early, by-gone days ! 


NOVEMBER 12. 


“ Thou hast a name that thou livest, and art dead. Thou art 
neither cold nor hot: so then because thou art lukewarm, and 
neither cold nor hot, 1 will spue thee out of my mouth " 

Rev. iii, 1, 15, 16. 


Ir we but boast a Christian’s name, 
While neither hot nor cold, 

The Lord will put our pride to shame, 
And quench a hope too bold. 


Perhaps we once had flaming zeal, 
And made professions fair ; 

But though our lapse we scarcely feel, 
We are not what we were. 


The love may languish, once so warm, 
Through indolent neglect ; 

As ships that woe out the storm, 
May in a calm be wreck’d! 


Against this torpor let us strive,— 
This darkest state of all; 

And keep the flame of love alive, 
Or great will be our fall! 
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NOVEMBER 13. 
“ Buy the truth, and sell it not."—Pror. xxiii. 23. 


Trutu is a pearl, whose price untold, 
Outweighs of Indian mines the gold: 
But ’ere that precious pearl be won, 
Each bauble glittering in the sun 

Our pleased attention can surprise, 
And shines a jewel in our eyes. 


NOVEMBER 14. 


“Wash thine heart from wickedness, that thou mayest be 
saved. How long shall thy vain thoughts lodge within thee ?’’ 
Jer. iv. 14 


In eerial architecture skill’d, 

What “castles” I was wont to build! 
But as the morning’s purer light 
Expels the phantoms of the night, 
Away sould Reason sweep them all, 
And down I saw my fabrics fall ! 

O fatal opium of the mind, 

Which leaves depression still behind, 
But lures its votaries on perforce, 

To new excitement, new remorse ! 
Religion, Reason, cry Beware ! 

Build no more “ castles in the air,”’ 
But on the Rock of Ages build, 
Unless ye would with shame be fill’d. 
O if the house upon that Rock 

Alone can stand the tempest’s shock, 
In air, less solid than the sand, 

How can your baseless fabrics stand ? 
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What have ye gain’d, or can ye gain, 
From idle thoughts, and day-dreams vain, 
But discontent and feelings chill’d? 
Then on the Rock of Ages build ! 


NOVEMBER 15. 


“I hate vain thoughts. Turn away mine eyes from behold- 
ing vanity.” Pea, cxix. 37, 113. 


Tue sorceress FANcy once I loved, 

But oh! a fatal friend she proved ; 

Or rather I was much deceived 

When once so faithless I believed ; 
Whom not for worlds would I recall, 
Nor ever was my friend at all— 
Though every charm in her I saw, 

And not a solitary flaw ; 

Her every feature I admir ed, 

Nor ever of her visits tired. 

Divinely to my taste she sung, 

And honey on her accents hung, 

And she could paint whate’er she chose, 
In exquisite ‘‘ couleur de rose,” 

Her skill, whene’er the chords she swept, 
My heart in charm’d attention kept; 

In every graceful art she shone, 

And every language seem’d her own, 
Though she prefer’d the Tuscan much, 
And seem’d not quite at home in Dutch. 
What pleasing nothings oft would slip 
Extemporaneous from her lip! 

Which, to my partial taste, would seem 
Of wit and elegance the cream. 

She could discourse of “olden time ;”’ 
And ever and anon in rhyme 
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So freely could her thoughts dispense, 
They wanted nought but common sense, 
Which, at that time, appear’d to me 
The essence of vulgarity. 

On fiction and romance intent, 

She ever call'd them ‘“ Sentiment,’’— 
But now I know, though once beguiled, 
Romance is Sentiment run wild ; 

But Sentiment a rarer rose, 

Which on a stem more healthy grows. 
So sometimes she would sit and sigh, 
And make me weep I knew not why ; 
For fickle as the wind was she, 

And just like her’s my mood would be : 
Pensive, or gay, or bright, or dull, 

Her influence was so wonderful. 
However, it must be confess’d, 

That she one quality possess’d, 

Which much to confidence would tend 
If it were found in every friend. 

She seldom sought to shine among 

A festive or a formal throng, 

As mute as if she had no tongue ; 

But, whether pensive or elate, 

Was unreserved when téte-a-téte. 

Nor onlv was she wont to shine 

In talents purely feminine, 

But oft, though not her Favourite whim, 
Of science would the surface skim ; 
And even rise to higher themes, 

And oft devise prodigious schemes 

And theories, which, though not able 
To make quite clear or practicable, 
Seem’d, while exciting every nerve, 

A royal patent to deserve. 

But most, I think, a way she had 

Of making me most strangely sad ; 
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A proof which then I did not heed, 

That she was not my friend indeed ; 

For real friends are seldom found 

Our feelings needlessly to wound ; 

But feign’d ones will not much forbear, 
Nor our peculiar failings spare. 

With many a pang she wrung my heart, 
And many a cruel doubt would start, 
And shadowy grievances and wrong, 

And woes which to no class belong ; 
And, for that very reason, far 

More deeply mortifying are. 

For real wrongs redress wey claim, 

But not the wrongs which have no name. 
What sland’rous thoughts would she suggest 
Of friends, the kindest, truest, best ; 
That one was cold, and one was changed, 
And one was utterly estranged ! 

With every other bitter thing 

That strikes a deep, though causeless, sting, 
And leaves to fester and to smart 

A sickly, unconverted heart ! 


But fare thee well, O Fancy ! now 

Thy claims no longer I allow ; 

Though once thy dupe, those days are o’er, 
I will not listen to thee more ; 

Thy fatal tendencies I sec,— 

The Truth, I trust, has made me free! 


238 NOVEMBER. 


NOVEMBER 16. 


“ Having compassion one of another; be pitiful.” 
1 Pet. iti 5. 


THE sympathy we give will oft 
In giving be repaid ; 

The flow of feelings is 80 soft, 
From heart to heart convey'd. 


May we retain until we die, 
Yet lavish while we live, 

This balm which riches cannot buy, 
But poverty can give! 


NOVEMBER 17. 


“T fear lest by any means your minds should be corrupted 
from the simplicity that is in Christ.” 2 Cor, xi. 3. 


POMEGRANATE Juice my book had stain’d, 
Indelible as ink ! 

I thought if truth be here contain’d, 
As deeply will it sink? 


Alas! how often do we find 
Those truths by stains defaced, 

Which on the tablets of the mind 
The Spirit’s hand had traced ! 


The lines beneath the purple stain 
Still legibly endure ; 

The dark delusions of the brain 
Can every truth obscure ! 
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NOVEMBER 18. 
“ For God is my witness that without ceasing I make men 


tion of you always in my prayers.”’ Rom. i. 9. 
“ Though I be absent in the flesh, yet am I with you in the 
spirit.” Cot, ii. 5. 


Turis is the birth-day of a Friend, 
A friend whom more than life I love ; 
And hope to love till life shall end, 
And better in the world above. 


Though now our paths so widely part, 
In spirit surely we are near ; 

I’ve tried her worth, I know her heart, 
And me she knows not less sincere. 


What can I wish her more to-day 
Than I have often wish’d before ? 
The Lord be with my friend, I pray, 


For ever and for evermore ! 


*Tis sweet to think that even now, 
In will and deed we may agree ; 
She, too, at Mercy’s throne may bow 

To seek the grace of Gop for me / 


NOVEMBER 19. 


“ By this we know that we love the children of God, when 
we love God.” 1 Juhnv 2. 


Wuo has not felt it sweet, among 
Indifferent crowds if thrown, 
To find amid that stranger-throng 

He was not quite alone? 
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Sweet should an eche all unsought 
From other hearts arise ; 

Sweet to perceive his hidden thought 
Reflected in their eyes ! 


Though in this changing world of ours 
Time never may restore 

The sweetness of those short-lived flowers 
Which, fading, bloom no more. 


Yet Christian sympathies sincere 
Can scarcely be short-lived : 

The feelings early faded here— 
In Heaven may be revived ! 


NOVEMBER 20. 


“ We love Him, because He first loved usa.”-——1 John iv. 19. 


AFFECTION, under all its names, 
(So inanv does it bear,) 

Is still a tender flower, which claims 
Our caution and our care. 


And delicate must be the hand 
That tends this fragile flower, 

It may through endless years expand, 
Or die within an hour ! 


What care we need to keep alive 
Its freshness and its bloom ; 

Which negligence could ne’er survive, 
And fervour may consume! 


E’en love to Gon, though nobler far, 
Which oft to prune He stoops, 

So changeable our feelings are, 
Without His culture droops ! 
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NOVEMBER 21. 


“Talk no more so exceeding proudly; let not arrogancy 
come out of your mouth: for the Lord is a God of knowledge 
and by Him actions are weighed.” 1 Sam. ii. 3. 


© Gop, the pride of man abase, 
Dissembled or avow'd ; 

Of what should sinners saved by grace 
Be arrogant or proud ? 


We slowly learn what we profess, 
Nor feel, as well as see, 

In self our utter nothingness, 
Our perfectness in Thee. 


This taint, as all have cause to fear, 
Our nature has imbued ; 

In SOMETHING it will still appear, 
Though partially subdued. 


NOVEMBER 22. 


“Forgetting those things which are behind, and reaching 
forth unto those things which are before, press towurd the 
mark.” Phil. iii. 13, 14 


THE past, the pleasant past, 
Too fugitive to keep, 

Too beautiful to last ; 

Alas, my lot is cast! 
For lost delights I weep! 


Thus, once, severely tried, 
Of better hopes forlorn, 
Disconsolate, I cried ; 
And thus, were grace denied, 
Perhaps I s¢1// might mourn. 
Q 
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But now that clearer light 
Shines on my soul, at last ; 

I dare not, if I might 

Bring on its backward flight 
The past, the pleasant past ! 


It charms me less and less, 

It fades in shadows dark ; 
Though great my helplessness, 
Assist me, Lorp, to press 

Right onward to the mark ! 


NOVEMBER 23. 


“ And hope maketh not ashamed.”—ZJiom., v. 5. 
“For we are saved by hope.’ —om. viii. 21. 


{*arTu, only, can that hope bestow, 
Which never hath confounded been ; 

Its glowing pleasures none can know 
But those who on that anchor lean. 


Yet Faith (no offspring of the will) 
May be a while of Hope forlorn ; 

QO think them not twin-sisters still, 
For Faith was ever the first- born. 


Each on the other still reclines, 
Reciprocal support to give ; 

ach in the other’s absence pines, 
Nor long, companionless, could live ! 
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NOVEMBER 24. 


“| was glad when they said unto me, Let us go into the 
house of the Lord.” Psa. cxxii, 1 


As wayworn pilgrims, faint and weak, 
Would in some peaceable abode 
At night a resting-place bespeak,— 
So Christian-pilgrims who have trod 
The world’s rough ways, refreshment seek, 
And refuge, in the house of Gop! 
Whence none who go to hear and pray 
Are sent unsatisfied away ! 


NOVEMBER 25. 


* Ye are dead, and your life is hid with Christ in God” 
Col fii 3 
This is not life—for how many are dead 
In worldliness, foolishness, sin ; 
And never, till all these delusions are fled, 
Shall life everlasting begin : 
This is not life—the true life is beyond! 


The life that’s beyond shall be never exposed 
To worldliness, foolishness, sin ; 

QO wHeEN shall this drama’s delusions be closed, 
And the life everlasting begin ? 

Life sinless, and endless beyond ! 


If no sign of its dawning as yet we perceive, 
We, too, are still dead in our sins ; 
For all becomes new when in Christ we believe, 
And the life everlasting begins, 
Flowing onward to glory beyond ! 
Q2 
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NOVEMBER 26. 
“ What think ye of Christ ?"—Matd. xxii. 42. 


Wuar think ye of Christ? is a question we never 
Too often can weigh and revolve ; 
It concerns both our happiness now, and for ever! 
Then let us sincerely, devoutly, endeavour 
This question to settle and solve. 


Let none put it coldly away by repiying, 
Like an actor rehearsing his part, 
‘‘ He died in our nature, to save us from dying ;” 
Nor rest until after much searching and trying, 
He can answer, ‘‘ He reigns in my heart!” 


NOVEMBER 27. 


* The Lord hath his way in the whirlwind and in the storm, 
and the clouds are the dust of his feet.” Nahum i. 3. 


Tue fury of the storm is past, 
And spent the wild, terrific blast, 
That seem’d upon its frantic wing 
The ruin of a world to bring! 


What nerves, what courage, or what faith 
That warning of impending death 
Unmoved and unappal’d could hear, 

Nor deprecate a doom so near, 

Nor own a feeling of distress, 

A sense of human helplessness ? 

To me the raving storm, the shriek 

Of elements, sublimely speak 

Of solemn signs, of warnings given 

In pity, more than wrath, from Heaven : 
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The voice of Gon, I seem to hear, 
Demanding man’s attentive fear ; 

And man should hide his face and pray, 
To hear what Gop the Lord would say. 
We need such voices from on high, 
Reminding us of judgments nigh ; 
Descending on the world so fast, 

More awful than the sweeping blast, — 
And only ¢hey shall stand the shock 
Whose hiding-place is in the Rock! 


Thus every warning, every fear, 

Should make that Refuge doubly dear ; 
And all our will to H1s conform 

Who rules the whirlwind and the storm ! 


NOVEMBER 23. 


“Through the wrath of the Lord of hosts is the land 
darkened.” Isa, ix. 19. 
“For the land is full of bloody crimes."—Ezck. vii. 25. 


On Erin’s green shores I shall never more wander, 
Nor find in far countries friends dearer or fonder! 
On those days of companionship oft as I ponder, 
The halo of memory makes them more fair. 


Dear, dear Irish friends ! could I cease to regret ye, 
Yet never will One far more faithful forget ye : 

As a seal on [lis arm, on Ilis heart, may He set ye, 
And your loved native land may Le pity and spare! 


But thence must the spirit of error be driven, 
And the Spirit of Truth and of Peace must be 
iven, 
With the culture of man, and the blessing of 
Heaven, 
"Ere happiness, freedom, and safety be there ! 
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NOVEMBER 29. 


“It is not mect to take the children’s bread, and to cast it to 
dogs. And she said, Truth, Lord: yet the dogs eat of the 
cruinbs which fall from their master’s table.” Afatt. xv. 26, 27 


THE meanest and minutest kind 
Of creatures,—next to nought ; 
The most gigantic form and mind, 

By power Divine were wrought. 


So does Benevolence Divine 
For all their wants provide, 

Nor leaves them mournfully to pine, 
Too scantily supplied. 


With this distinction—which Lis high 
Prerogative permits, 

And which, we never can deny, 
His sovereignty befits ; 


That to His children oft He comes 
With bread, before they call ; 
While others eat but of the crumbs 

Which from Iis table fall ! 


NOVEMBER 30. 


“Tn all thy ways acknowledge Ilim, and he shall direct thy 
paths.” Prov. iii. ¢€. 


Ir is not safe, it ne’er was blest, 
Whatever reasons men may show, 

To choose our path, or place of rest, 
Until the will of Gop we know. 
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That light, if heartily desired, 
Shines out, and never shines too late, 
Though sometimes we are long required 
His leisure patiently to wait. 


But if by Providence compell?’d 

Some move to make, we know not what ; 
If still His guidance be withheld, 

We'll trust Him, though we see Him not ! 


DECEMBER 1. 


“It is impossible but that offences will come: but woe unto 
hnn through whom they come ” Luke xvii. 1. 

“Let us not therefore judge one another any more: but 
Judge this rather, that no man put a stumbling-block or an 
occasion to fall in his brother’s way.” Rom, xiv. 138 


Unconscious.y we oft might err 
Most grievously in this respect, 
When quite misunderstood we were, 
Or gave offence through some defect ! 


A stranger's heart we cannot read, 

Nor, always, theirs with whom we live ; 
Nor if offended, take we heed, 

Lest this to them offence should give. 


Their motives we may never know, 
And we no evil might mtend ; 

But woe to them, a double woe, 
Who cause a brother to offend ‘ 
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DECEMBER 2. 


“ The righteousness of God, which ia by faith of Jesus Christ, 
unto all and urow all them that believe.” Rom. iil. 22. 


ALTHOUGH the spotless robes of grace 
Be offer’d unto all our race, 
Without excepting one ; 
Upon those only they abide 
Who cast their native dress aside, 
And gird those garments on! 


Are we thus dress’d ?—and have we closed 
With terms so graciously proposed 
By everlasting Love ? 
Then have we nothing more to fear ; 
We’ve all that’s worth possessing here, 
And in reserve above ! 


DECEMBER 3. 


“ Whose hatred is covered by deceit, his wickedness shall be 


showed before the whole congregation.” Prov. xxvi. 26. 
“When he speaketh fair, believe him not: for there are seven 
abominations in his heart.” Prov, xxvi. 26. 


Ir e’er a withering look we caught 
Which coldly on our feelings fell, 
With scorn, dislike, or censure fraught, 
Expressive of our neighbour's thought, 

By ours interpreted too well. 


A look we were not meant to see, 

Which shock’d us with a sad surprise ; 
Yet needful e’en that pang might be, 
Which show’d our wounded vanity 

How we appear in others’ eyes ! 
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But when we thus their thoughts detect, 
A changed expression should they feign, 
And sudden friendliness affect, 
Their feign’d regard we must reject, 
Nor trust their kindest smiles again. 


DECEMBER 4. 
“ Why sit we here until we die? ”"—2 Kings vii. 8. 


Dip we think of the past but to mourn for our 
sin ; 

Of the future, the prize of our calling to win ; 

Of to-day, to improve an occasion so brief, — 

How much would it Jessen or hallow our grief! 


But we think of the past, o’er our losses to sigh ; 
Of the future, to cloud with misgivings its sky ; 
While to-day may appear as too trifling a link 
In life’s lengthen’d chain of its value to think! 


And thus opportunities given us here 
To prepare for eternity, all disappear ; 
Till harden’d, perverted, confounded and dumb, 
Our summons to judgment may suddenly come! 


DECEMBER 5. 


* Rejoice, O young man, in thy youth, and walk in the ways 
of thine heart, and in the sight of thine eyes. but know thou, 
that fur all these things God will bring thee into judgment. 
For childhood and youth are vanity.” Eeocles, xi. 9, 10 


WHEN memory, blushing, turns to see 
The follies that our youth ensnared, 
Forced on our minds one thought must be, 
Oh, how compassionate is He 
Who still in life our souls has spared! 
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Long was He neither fear’d nor loved, 
(Less honour’d than our fellow-men,) 

Who often had our fears removed, 

And kinder and more patient proved 
Than all we loved too dearly then ! 


This is the consciousness which preys 
Upon a heart not hard nor sear’d, 

While memory mournfully surveys 

Those miserably wasted days 
When Gop was neither loved nor fear’d! 


DECEMBER 6. 


“ Lord, to whom shall we go? Thou hast the words of cternal 
life.” John vi. 6b. 


How often, since those words were first 
Pronounced in ancient time, 

From other lips and hearts they burst 
In every age and clime ! 


And now, amid the gathering gloom 
And signs of final woe, 

If not to Jesus, ah! to whom, 
And whither, shall we go ? 


DECEMBER 7. 
Psalm xxiii.—(Paraphrase.) 


Tue Lord is my Shepherd, I never can want ; 
In the pleasantest pastures He feeds me; 

And when for the pure living waters I pant, 
To the freshest of fountains He leads me. 
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My soul He restoreth—and ever is near, 
In the paths of salvation to guide me ; 
Nor even in Death’s gloomy vale will I fear, 
For | know that He still is beside me. 


Sustain’d by His staff, with Ilis table in view, 
Though enemies near me may hover, 

Preserved and refresh’d, and anointed anew, 
With mercies my cup runneth over! 


Ilow happy and safe, if I hear but His voice, 
All the days of my life will Te make me: 
Encouraged by mercies so great, I rejoice 
To believe He will never forsake me! 


In the fold of my Shepherd for ever to dwell, 
Is the sure and sweet hope that I cherish ; 
For He who has led me so long and so well 
Will surely not leave me to perish! 


DECEMBER 8. 


“We then, as workers together with Him, beseech you also 
that ye receive not the grace of God in vain.” 2 Cor. vi. 1. 


WHat mean those words, ‘ recetve in vain 7" 
Can Nature be too strong for grace ? 
Much danger would that thought contain ! 
Then ow shall we those words explain, 
So unpropitious to our case ? 


Perhaps the grace denoted here 

Is that which outward means impart ; 
The truths convey’d in accents clear, 
Which, though familiar to the ear, 

May still sound strangely to the heart. 
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When long insulted thus, and grieved, 

The Spirit may His grace restrain 
Which in profession we ‘‘ received,” 
But never loved, nor half believed, 

And, therefore, have ‘received in vain!” 


DECEMBER 9. 


“ And the Lord God said, It is not good that the man should 
be alone." Gen. ii. 18. 


To be alone, the Father knew, 
Man's spirit would oppress ; 
Yet can He make it good for you 

Whose lot is loneliness. 


You, whom a Saviour now secures 
Close to His bleeding side, 

Perhaps, had earthly ties been yours, 
To earth had still been tied ! 


DECEMBER 10. 


“Which stumble at the word, being disobedient (or unbe- 
licring) : whereunto also they were appointed.” 1 Pet. ii, 8. 


EssenTiau Truth of one accord 
With truths reveal’d must be ; 

The Spirit and the written word 
Can never disagree. 


Such doubts we to their source may trace ; 
But once our curse they proved, 

Until the Spirit’s power and grace 
Those stumbling-blocks removed. 
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Our true existence then began, 
QOur errors were abhor'd, — 
And all the haughtiness of man 
Lay low before the Lord! 


DECEMBER 11. 


“Man looketh on the outward appearance, but the Lord 
looketh on the heart.” 1 Sam, xvi. 7 


Tne face we lately thought so fair, 
Bright with such smiles as angels wear, 
Soon after, if the mood be cross‘d, 
Seems all its beauty to have lost. 
Then why should we our thoughts allow 
To rest on what attracts them now, — 
Attractions which, when next beheld 
In clearer light, may be dispell'd? 

Yet beauty, when a gracious mind 

In that fair casket is enshrined, 

Lake every gift of Gon, is good, 

And seldom by man’s heart withstood. 


DECEMBER 12. 


“ There are certain men ercpt in unawares, who were before 
of old ordained to this condemnation , ungodly men.” 
Jude 4 


ARE godless men become more bold 
Than those who stealthily of old 
With wary steps unnoticed crept 
Into the early Christian fold, 
While its appointed keepers slept ? 
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Not “ unawares’’ they enter now,— 

With subtle voice and shameless brow 
O’er every fence the spoilers leap ; 

O Israel’s Shepherd! where art Thou? 
Return, great Shepherd of thy sheep : 


When will the promised day appear 
When ali Thy sheep Thy voice shall hear 
And none shall enter to destroy, 
But every region, far and near, 
Shall echo with their artless joy? 


DECEMBER 13. 
“ Give us this day our daily bread.”— Matt. vi. 1}. 


Tie prayer composed by One all-wise 
Must every lawful wish comprize, — 
All that His people here desire, 

And all their deathless souls require ; 
Only, they may not always feel 

How comprehensive that appeal. 


When to their Father day by day 

For perishable bread they pray, 

That prayer, with deeper meaning fraught, 
Suggests a simultaneous thought, 

Which with its humbler meaning blends, 
And each acceptably ascends : 


They pray with true and living bread 
From Heaven’s own table to be fed ; 
And Ife who e’en the prayerless feeds, 
And gives the food the raven needs, 
Will never turn, displeased, away 
From those who thus in spirit pray! 


t3 
q*? 
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DECEMBER 14. 


~ Master, carest thou not that we perish ?"—-Afark iv. 34. 


Yes, more than for ourselves we care, 
He ever cares for us; 
O ye of little faith, beware 
Lest ye should doubt Him thus: 
Your faith by perils he may prove, 
But never must ye doubt Lis love ! 


For ws a darker storm than then 
Disturb'd the lake, He met ; 

When fiends in league with wicked men 
His righteous soul beset : 

For us His Father’s wrath He bore ; 

We surely cannot doubt Him more! 


But if we do—then hope expires, — 
Our faith is cold and dim ; 

For all His generous love requires 
Is confidence in Fin ! 

The sighs of fear, the fogs of doubt 

May finally our lamp put out! 


DECEMBER 15. 


* Create in ne a clean heart, 0 God; and renew a right xpint 
within me.” Pea, li. 10 


O wiru such natures in a world like this, 
To be in heart, that seat of evil, pure, 

Appears the very essence of Heaven's bliss, 
For which all trials we might well endure ' 
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But how shall this great blessing be attain’d ? 
By any efforts of our own ?—QOh no! 

The heart is purified by faith unfeign’d, 
Faith, which its object must Himself bestow ‘ 


But fervent prayer the gracious Giver hears ; 
Both his, who feels his faithlessness a grief, 
And H18, who, weak in faith, exclaims with tears, 
‘* Lord, I believe ; help thou mine unbelief!” 


DECEMBER 16. 


“ For though I preach the Gospel, I have nothing to glory of 
for necessity is laid upon me; yea, woe is unto me if I preach 
not the Gospel! "’ 1 Cor. ix. 16. 


How solemn is the weight that lies 
On those who feed the flock, 

While this world’s wilderness supplies 
So many a stumbling-block ! 


O man of Gop! on high were heard 
The vows which bound thy soul ; 
There were they seal’d and register'd 

On Judgment’s flaming scroll! 


Unmoved by good report, or ill, 
To preach the living word ; 

Nerved by a noble cause, but still 
Strong only in the Lord ! 


To Hokey what you preach and know,— 
man of faith and pray’r ; 
While you the way to others show, 
Seen to te walking there! 


hi 
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Prepared, in sifting times like these, 
ch subtlety to meet ; 

Nor fear the worldling to displease, 
Nor to unmask Deceit ! 


To war with Hell’s last plot and power, 
When all its darts are hurl’d; 

Arm’d for temptation’s darkest hour 
Fast coming on the world! 


Abhorring lucre’s filthy bribes ; 
For Christ forsaking all ; 
A pastor such as Paul describes, 
or less sincere than Paul! 


(For every Christian should desire 
His high resolves to feel ; 

And every pastor should aspire 
To apostolic zeal.) 


Tremendous vows! may Gop impart 
The grace to keep them still! 

Then give the Saviour all thy heart, 
And trust Him that He will! 


DECEMBER?717. 


“The Holy Ghost, whom God hath given to them that vbey 
m.” y 


cls vv. 3 


Since we acknowledge and adore 


The Holy Ghost as Gop indeed, 


How is it that we pray not more 


To Him from whom our prayers proceed ! 


If none were ever Christ’s who lack’d 


His Spirit, but were cast away, 


How strange and startling is the fact 


We seldom to that Spirit pray ! 
R 
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We call this dispensation Hs, 

Yet thus evade His calm control ; 
What an anomaly is this, 

Repaid by leanness to the soul. 


Who shall without thine aid endure, 
When troubles, long foretold, are sent ; 
O dove-like Spirit ! fly, pure,— 
So gentle, yet Omnipotent ! 


One solemn truth we well should weigh, 
If in His gifts we would rejoice, 
That all who seek Him must obey, 
Nor ever drown His ‘‘ still, small voice! ”’ 


DECEMBER 18. 


“If aman be a hearer of the word, and not a doer, he is like 
unto a man beholding his natural face in a glass: for he be- 
holdeth himself, and gocth his way, and straightway forgetteth 
what manner of man he was.” James i. 28, 24. 


WHEN to the glass of Scripture first, 
To sce my state, I fled, 

No tears so bitter ever burst 
As those which then I shed. 


Yes, bitterly and long I wept, 
As in that mirror bright 

Still riveted my eyes were kept, 
Though humbling was the sight. 


Forgetfulness I never sought, 
Nor turn’d, though shock’d, away ; 
An image was before me brought, 
Which forced me first to pray. 
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And then the remedy was shown 
In which I now believe, 

And bless that mirror, never known 
To flatter or deceive ! 


DECEMBER 19. 
“Behold, He cometh with clouds; and every eye are BEE 
= Rev. i. 7. 
“ Even so, come, Lord Jesus." —Rev. xxii. 20. 


O talk not now of ‘‘ better days ;” 
No more on earthly hopes presume ; 
But onward look, with steady gaze, 
To prospects stretch’d beyond the tomb. 
Or if this world’s strange story be 
A theme which fills thy soul with gloom, 
A “ better day’ thou yet may’st see, 
When Christ upon the clouds shall come. 


We must not now pursue the schemes 
Which charm’d our lives, or cheer’d our woe ; 
We must not now indulge in dreams 
Of peace or pleasure here below. 
Our hearts and feelings, hopes and cares, 
We must not now on friends bestow ; 
Too oft our feelings were our snares, 
And now emphatically so. 


We now must arm our minds to meet 
A thousand dangers, yet unknown ; 
And bid what once was dear and sweet, 
Though with a breaking heart, begone. 
We know that soon the deadly strife, 
Though fierce, will be for ever done ; 
And all who strive for endless life 
Must “gird the Gospel armour on!” 
Ko 
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DECEMBER 20. 


“ Beloved, think it not strange concerning the fiery trial which 
is to try you, as though some strange thing happened unto you, 
-——but rejoice ” 1 Pet. iv. 12. 


Tuess trials have been long foretold, 
But is the warning heeded ; 

Will faith and hope and love grow cold 
When more than ever needed? 


Will men be blind to every sign 
Of those approaching trials, 

Till on the world the wrath divine 
Pours out its latest vials? 


Forbid it, Lord! and for that day, 
That dreadful day, prepare us; 
But if it be thy will, we pray 
From strong temptation spare us! 


DECEMBER 21. 


“For the wind passeth over it, and it is gone; and the place 
thereof shall know it no more.” Pea, cili. 16. 


Tue sudden death of one we saw 
Of late, in manhood’s morning, 

Must, surely, our attention draw, 
And prove a solemn warning. 


But yesterday his laughing eyes 
Had ne’er been dim’d by sorrow; 

Stiff in the shroud, to-day he lies— 
And so may we, to-morrow! 
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DECEMBER 22. 
_‘*She hath done what she could.”"—Mark xiv. 8. 


O how must the heart of His handmaid have 
glow’d 

When the Lord whom she loved His approval 
bestow’ d, 

On that womanly zeal which he well understood, 

And repaid by those words, ‘‘ She hath done what 
she could !” 


The most zealous of saints could not further 
aspire ; 

The most loving of hearts nothing more could 
desire, 

Than (when judgment shall sever the bad from 
the ey 

To hear from those lips ‘‘ They have done what 
they could!” 


But alas! even sinners on saints can retort, 

So often they slumber, so sadly come short ; 

What they would not, they do; and do not what 
they would, 

And few can be said to have “done what they 


could !”’ 


DECEMBER 23. 


‘And when these things begin to come to pasa, then look up, 
sas lift up your heads; for ae! redemption draweth nigh.” 


Lula xxi, 24, 
Ir should not strike us with surprise, 
It should not fill us with dismay, 
That clouds are gathering in our skies 
Portending a tempestuous day. 
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The winds may rave, the seas may roar, 
And to and fro the world may reel, 
But often may we suffer more 
From what we fear than what we feel. 


That which in prospect may appal, 

Gop gives his people strength to bear ; 
Amid creation’s crash and fall, 

He still would hear the whisper’d prayer. 


Then let the threaten’d tempest burst, 
Faith on her anchor still relies ; 

She knows, when storms have done their worst, 
The Sun of Righteousness will rise ! 


DECEMBER 24. 


“ The world passeth away.”—John ii. 17. 

“But as it is written, Eye hath not scen, for ear heard, 
neither have entered into the heart of man, the things which 
God hath prepared for them that love him.” 1 Cor. ii. 9. 


O wor.p, thou theatre confused, 

Of all that charm’d us or amused, 

Or caused our smiles, our tears, or shame, 
Since first amid thy crowds we caine ; 
O world, thou eal. scene of all 

The specious snares in which we fall,— 
Of all our sins, temptations, woes,— 
Soon shall thy mingled drama close. 
And when thy startling tale is told, 
Shall scenes that never fade unfold : 
But grace must now our sight prepare 
The glory of those scenes to bear, 

Or we shall never enter there! 
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DECEMBER 25. 


“ And the angel said unto them, Fear not: for, behold, I bring 
you good tidings of great joy, which shall be toall people. For 
anto you is born this day, in the city of David, a Saviour, which 
is Christ the Lord.” Luke ij. 10, 11. 


OrTeN as revolves this night 

Surely there is new delight 

In the radiant courts above ; 

Though the realms of bliss and love,— 
Bliss which never fades away, 

Love which never can decay. 


Can those heralds kind, who came 
Once, glad tidings to proclaim, 
Messengers from heaven to earth 
To announce Messiah's birth, 
E’er forget that night when, poised 
On their pinions, they rejoiced 
Their commission to fulfil? 

Do they not remember still 

Vividly, that long-lapsed time 

And their holy anthem’s chime, — 

Chanting ‘Glory to the Lord, 

Love to man, and peace restored ?” 

Surely as that night returns 

Every seraph’s bosom burns 

With a more seraphic flame, 

Kindled by the Saviour’s name! 

And can we forgetful prove 

Of such vast, such faithful love, 

So affectingly to men, 

a such wonders witness’d, then, 
ell adapted to convince, 

And so never-failing since ? 
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Ah! our hearts are hard indeed, 
Cold our feelings, if they need 
Aught His memory to recall, 
Man’s eternal All-in-all ! 

Have we long His spirit grieved 
Darkly, once, without Him lived? 
Yet He leaves us not forlorn, 
None but scorners will He scorn. 


Since to listen to your strains, 
Though inadequate, He deigns, 
O ye heavens, the notes prolong 
Of the everlasting song, 
‘Glory, glory to the Lord, 
Love to man, and peace restored !’” 
Hark! the heavenly chorus rolls,— 
Echo it, all human souls! 


DECEMBER 26. 


“ Thus saith the Lord of hosts, Consider your ways.” 
Haggai i. 7. 


ConsIDER your ways :—did we faithfully make 
This precept our study and aim, 
How humbly and oft to ourselves we should take 
Condemnation, confusion, and shame! 
At the close of each day,—till the /ast of our 
days,— 
It would humble us all to consider our ways! 
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DECEMBER 27. 


“They are all estranged from me through their idols. Thus 
saith the Lord God, repent and turn from your idols.” 
: Exek. xiv. 5, 6. 
O for affections set on high, 

Whose sweet and strong control 
Can regulate and satisfy 

A never-dying soul! 


For never till from idols free, 
Disquieting at best, 

O Saviour, shall the soul in Thee 
Find its eternal rest. 


But if so fatal to repose 
Are all these rocks and shelves ; 
The worst idolators are those 
Who idolize themselves ! 


Ilow oft whate’er we loved on earth 
Would tempt us to rebel ; 

Or call our deepest feelings forth 
To crush them with “ Farewell!” 


If like the meteor’s flame they shone, 
To cheat the heart and eye; 

’Tis best to live unseen, unknown, 
Unseen, unknown, to die! 


There still is One, when others go, 
Who never thus withdrew, 

But nearer draws in hours of woe; 
So gentle, and so true! 


The hearts whose idols are expel’d 
He holds by cords divine ; 

“Great peace” is theirs, who thus are held, 
And may that peace be mine! 
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DECEMBER 28. 


“He that is slow to anger is better than the mighty; and he 
that ruleth his spirit than he that taketh a city.” 
; Prov. xvi. 82. 
A hasty temper is a snare 
Which needs our never-ceasing care, 
And fatal to our peace may prove, 
And that of those whom best we love. 


Our energies, with all their might, 
Will never put this foe to flight ; 
But if for help Divine we cry, 
The tempter will be forced to fly. 


Such conflicts are surpass’d by none 
That ever were by warrior won ; 

And he who serves through hard campaigns 
Less courage needs, less glory gains ! 


DECEMBER 29. 


“Keep thy heart with all diligence ; for out of it are the issues 
of life.” Prov. iv. 23. 


Tue keeping of the heart requires 
A diligence which never tires ; 

And occupation will Pes. 

For all our days until we die: 

A charge which we must never quit, 
A task we must not intermit ; 

A struggle which allows no truce, 
Whatever pain it may produce. 
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“ But who,”’ the trembling soul may ask, 
‘* Who is sufficient for the task?” 

He whom the grace of Gop sustains, 
And whom the love of Christ constrains. 
“‘ But who, assail’d by subtle art, 

Thus diligently keeps his heart ?” 

Alas! our consciences: must tell 

If we have kept our own so well! 


DECEMBER 30. 


“ While we were yet ainners Christ died for usa.”—-Zom. v. 8. 
“ Who did no sin, neither was guile found in his mouth.” 
1 Pet, ii, 22. 
A voluntary Substitute 
Who bore our sin and woe, 
Content that Judgment should impute 
To Him the debt we owe ; 


Can such a friend as this be found, 
To die the death we earn'd ? 

Not now, in all the world around— 
To heaven He hath return‘'d! 


Our selfish love goes not so far, 
Though often misapplied ; 
And often e’en //is mercies are 

Forgotten or denied ! 
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DECEMBER 31. 


“We spend our years as a tale that is told."—Psa. xe. 9. 
“But thou art the same, and thy years shall not a 
Heb. i. 13. 


Wirn seventy circuits of the sun 
We close life’s vast concerns : 
With Time for ever we have done, 

And dust to dust returns : 
So “few” (contracted to a span) 
“ And evil,” are the days of man! 


But if, ‘‘ through strength,” to fourscore years 
He drags life's burden on, 

Q what a wreck he then appears, 
And sighing to be gone, — 

Or if on earth his treasure be, 

What spectacle so sad as he? 


Thus limited life’s longest term, 
And that by few attain’d, 
Can so diminutive a germ 
To endless life be train’d ? 
Then surely with regret sincere 
Must we review the vanish’d year. 


For have we profited by all 
The means that then were given, 
Which now have borne beyond recall 
Their witness back to Heaven: 
Tias every trial, conflict, shock, 
More firmly fix’d us on the Rock ? 


Then may we see the year withdraw 
Nor wish its flight to stay, 

Though some we valued never saw, 
With us, its closing day. 

They left us here, and reach’d the shore 

Where life is mark’d by years no more! 
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But if, alas! we feel or fear 

Too slow a growth in grace,— 
If all the culture of a vear 

Has fail’d to meet our case ; 
Then shall we sadly, but in vain, 
Wish we could live it o’er again ! 


Of days to come we little know, 
Or what the next may bring, 
A messenger of joy or woe, 
On bright or sable wing 
Far more we need to watch and pray, 


And live by faith from day to day. 


E’en now hath War, with fever’d pulse 
His banner half unfurl‘d, 

And hell’s last struggle may convulse 
’Ere long, a guilty world ; 

And e’en the sons of peace may share 

The storm no human strength could bear. 


That ‘wicked one’’ the world may sift ; 
E’en now he stalks around, 

And though the saints their heads uplift, 
Will adi be faithful found ? 

Alas, we know they will not, atu! 

And some who seem to stand will fall. 


Those changes Time will best reveal 
Which twelve more moons may bring, 

Our trembling hearts to wound or heal, 
To gladden, or to wring. 

May f/e who knows no change defend 

His tempted people to the end! 
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APOLOGY. 
To any of my personal friends by whom this book may be read. 


Yg who have known me longest, best, 
Though few have known me well ; 

If e’er suspicion should suggest 
What kindness would not tell,— 


Ye who in many shifting lights 
My veering mind may view, 
Which impulse still too much excites, 
Though steady still to you ; 


I claim not aught for Friendship’s sake, 
For no indulgence pray ; 

But one petition would I make, 
O do not say me nay! 


If inconsistencies should oft 
Be seen reflected here, 
Bestow on none a name too soft, 
But think me still sincere / 


Perhaps that Christian does not live 
Of never-varying mood ; 

But still His Saviour can forgive ; 
His case is understood ! 


More like that Saviour may we grow, 
Whate’er our earthily lot, 

For fearful is their state who know 
His will, and do it not! 


Let each, for each and all, implore 
This comprehensive boon, 

May we adorn the Gospel more 
And see its triumph soon! 
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The Lord His praving people spares,— 
Cast in your lot with ¢hem ; 

And never in your dearest prayers 
Forget Jerusalem ! 


CONCLUSION. 


Tae dew-drops will not tremble long 
Upon the stately tree : 

The wren’s is but a feeble song 
>Mid nobler melody. 

It ts not that the tree disdains 
Those drops, its leaves adorning, 

And e’en the wren may swell the strains 
That usher in the morning! 


My ‘daily thoughts,” each joy and pang, 
Memorials of a year, 
Upon the Tree of Life I hang, 
Though soon to disappear. 
He shakes not off such drops in air, 
So small a tribute scorning, 
Though heaveuly symphonies preparc 
To usher in the morning! 


The morning of a world new made 
In Righteousness and Truth ; 
Once more in light and joy array’d, 
Those dew-drops of its youth. 
May grace our guilty slumbers break, 
If listless of the warning, 
And may we all be found awake 
And watching for the morning! 


J H. Jackson, Islington-green. 
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